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The Printers to the Reader. 


BRAaz29y He dedication of this work having beer 
2 > made by the Authour to the Divine Ma" 
2s 'S Jjeſtte onely,how ſhould we now preſume 
2) WP to intereft any mcrtall man in the patro-- 
XIBSGCA nige of it? Much lefle think we 1t meet: 
I ſeek the recommendaticn of the Muſes , for that 
hich himſelf, was confident to have been inſpired by, 
A&viner breath then lows from Helicon. The world 
Hhcrefore ſhall receive.it in that naked fimplicitic, with 
Which he left it, without any addition either of ſupport 
& ornament, more then is included in it ſelf. We leave. 
tfrce and unforeſtalled to every mans pn and- 
© the benefit that he ſhall finde by peruſall, Onely for 
-mac clearing of ſome pailages, we have thought iz not- 
uBfir to mike the common Reader privie to ſome few 


Fin of the condition and diſpoſirion of the- 
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® Bcing nobly born, and as eminently endued with- 3 

Yifrs of the minde, and having by induſtrie and happy ; 

Wication perfe&ed them to that great height of i - 
þcie,whcreof his fellowſhip of Trinitie Colled ein 
bridge , and his werprygn in the Univerfiticy 8 


pether with that knowledge which the Kings Court, = 

Wl caken of him, could make relation farre above or-+ 3 

lbaric. Quirting both his deſerts and all the cpporru-. Þ 
ies that he had for worldly preferment, he becook- 

an'clt to the SanRuaric and Temple of God, choo- 

W2 rathcr co ſerye at Gods Altar,then to feck che-ho-, 
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' Nour of State-employments. As for thoſe inward ex? 
forcements to this courſe(for outward there was none 
which many of theſe enſuing verſes bear witneſſe c 
they detract not from the freedome , but adde to the 
honour of this reſolution in him. As God had enable(3 
him, ſo he accounted him meet not onely to be called/! 
but to be compelled to this ſervice : Wherein his faith Ff #t 
full diſcharge was ſuch,as may make him juſtly a com-Wen 
panion to the primitive Saints, and a pattern or morYom! 
for the age he lived in, Win 
To teftifie his independencie upon all others, an(F A 
| #0 quicken his diligencein this kinde, he uſed in his or-ihic 
dinacie ſpeech, when he made mention of the bleſſelFParrs 
name of our Lord and Sayiour Jeſus Chriſt, to adde,FReac 
My Maſter. yu 
- Next God, he loved that which God himſelf hath! Jo cc 
48, {rapi above all th:ngs, that is; his Word : ſo as Ix 
hath been heard to make ſolemne proteſtation, that he A 
would not part witl one leaf thereof for the whole } 


world, if it were offered him in exchange. - 
His obedience and conformitieto the Church and 
the diſcipline thereof was fingulzrly remarkable 
'F hough he abounded in private devotions, yet well 7 
ke every morning and evening with his famulie to the 2: 
Churchzand by his example, exhortations, and encou- 
ragementsdrew the greater part of his pariſhioners tc": 
accompanie him dayly in the publick celebration of ** 
Divine Service. 2 
As for worldly matters,his love and eſtcem to them! Þ 


; : IS : 
” wasſolittle , as no mancan more ambitiouſly ſeek, 


then he did earneſtly endeavour the reſignation of 'an/'# 
Eccleſiaſtical dignitie,which he was pofieſſour of. Bu 3 
God permitted not the accompliſhment of this deſire; 3 
having ordained him his inſtrument for reedifying of Þ 
the Church belonging thereunto, that had layen rui-Y 
nated almoſt tyenty yeares. The reparation where 
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ard en aving been uneffeQually attempted by publick coals 
3 None Rog, was in the end by 15 genie pypnas A 
eſſe of@thers private free-will-offerings ſuccesfully efteRed. 

to theVith the remembrance whereof , as of an eſpecial 
nable{ Food work, when a friend went about ro comfort him 
called '$0 his death-bed, he made anſwer, It 4 @ g00d oy 


faith \Ff it be {prin led with the bloud of Chriſt: otherwiſe . 

Lcom:2Wen in this reſpe& he could finde nothing to glorie or 

r mor Womfort himſelf with, neither in this, nor in any other - 

Wins, 

3 7 1 And theſe are bur a few of many that nught be ſaid, 

his or: which we have choſen to premiſe as a glance to ſome 

lefle(Farrs of the enſuing book, and foran example to the 

adde, Reader, We conclude all with his oyyn Motto, with 
Fvhich he uſed to conclude all things that might ſeem 

' hath! $o rcnd any way to his own honour; 

as he. Le/ſe then the leaſt of Gods mercies. 

at he 
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| Perirrhanterium. 
pA Hou, whoſe ſywcet youth and early hopes in- 
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” -hance 
Y G3 Thy rate and price , and mark thee for 4 
mY treaſure; 
arken unto a Verlſer, who may chance 
Fme thee to good, and make a bait of pleaſure. 
\ verſe may finde him, who a (ſermon flies, 


And turn delight into a ſacrifice. 


Bevare of luſt: it doth pollute and foul : 
hom God in Baptiſme waſht with his own blood. 
[tÞlots thy leflon written in thy ſoul; 

Dc holy lines cannot be ynderitood. 


How dare thoſe eyes upon 2 Bible look, 
*Muchleſle coi God, whoſe luſt is all their book? ' 


Abſtain wholly, or wed. Thy bounteous Lord 
Alfows thec choilſe of ej take no by-wayes; 
' Bug gladly welcome what he doth afford; - 
Nv grudging,that thy luſt hath bounds and Raies; 
; Kontinence hath his joy: weigh borh; and ſo 

Ft rottennefle have more,let Heaven go. 


FG od had laid all common, certainly 
Mn would have been th'inclofer: bur fince noyy 
dd hath impal'd us, on the contrarie 
1 breaks the fence, and every ground will plought. 
FO what were man, might he himſelf miſplace! 
Bureto be crofle he yyould {lift feet and face. 
=: ? A I Dink 
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Drink not the third glafle, which, thou canſt not time, 'Pake 
When once it is within thee; but before It 
Mayf rule it,as thou liſt; and poure the ſhame, | 
Which it would poure on thee, upon the floore. ? 
' Iris moſt juſt to throw that on the ground, |: 
Which would throw me' there, if I keep the round, 


He that is drunken, may his mother kill 

Bigge with his ſiſtzr: he hath loſt the reinsz 

Ps outlawd by himſelf : all kinde of ill 

Did with his 1:quour ſlide into his veins. 

' The drunkard forfets Man,and doth deveſt 
All worldly right, ſave what he hath by beaſt. 


Shall T,to pleaſe anothers wine-ſprung minde, 

Loſe all mine ovwn? God hath giv'n me a meaſure 

Short of his canne,and bodic; muſt I finde 

A pain in that,wherein he findes a pleaſure? 

 Stayat the third glaſle: if thou loſe thy hold, 3] 
'Then thou art modeſt,and the vyinc grows bold. | 


If reaſon move not Gallants, quit the room, 
CAll in a ſhipwrack ſhift their ſeverall way): 
Let not a common ruine thce intombe : 
Be nota beaſt in courteſie ; "but ſtay, 
Stay at the third cup, or forgo the place. 
Wine above all things doth Gods amp defacc, 


Yet, if thou ſinne inwine or wantonneſle, L 
Boaſt not thereof; nor make thy ſhame thy glonie. | 
Frultic gets pardon by ſubmiſsiveneſle ou 
But hz that boaſts, ſhuts that out of his ſtorie. 
He makes flat warre with God,and doth defie  ': 
With his poore clad c carth the ſpacious $ky- [- 
ras : ani! Yacovo Me teach Ta X 
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The Church-porch. 
me, $-ke not his name, who made thy mouth,in yain; 
'Te gets thee nothing, and hath no excule, | 
Luſt and wine pleada pleaſuregavarice gain: 

Ru: the cheap {wearcr through his open ſJuce 
'>ZLets his ſoul runne for nought, as little fearing, 
| F Were I an Epicure, I could bate ſwearing, 

| 3 
' When thoudoſ tell anothers jeſt;therein , * 

| Qnit the oathes, which true wit cannor.nced: = 

| Bck out of rales the mirth, but not the linne. 

' He pares his apple, thar will cleanly feed. - * 

| ** Play not away the vertue of that name, '- (tame; 


| * Which is thy beſt ſtake z when griefs make thee 
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| The cheapeſt finnes moſt dearely puniſht are 3 
aule to ſhun them alſo is ſo cheap: 

| For we have wit to mark them, and to ſpare, 
© crumble not away thy ſouls fair heap. 

| 7 Tf thouwilt dic,the gates of hell are broad: 


{, | Pride and full funnes have made the way a road,- 


| Lie nor; bur ler thy heart be true tro God, 
Thy mouth to it, thy ations to them both: 
Comards tcll lies, and thoſe that fear the rod; 
Kormie working ſoul ſpits hes and froth. 
eto be true, Nothing can need a ly: 
\faulr, which necds it moſt,grows two therebys 


\'Bbe idleneſle, which yet thou canſt nor flie 

, | Bydrefling,miſtreſſing, and complement. 

UF thoſe take up thy day, the ſunne will crie 

{Mainſt thee : for be light was onely lent. - (thers 
|FGod gave thy ſoul brave wings z put not thoſe fea- 
F Into a bcd, to ſkep out all ill weathers, 4 
ran | \ A'S; - |” |- 08 
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Art thou a Magiſtrate? then be ſeyere: - 
If ſtudzous; copie fair,what time hath blurr'd; 
Redeem truth from his jawes: if ſouldier, 
Chaſe brave employments with a naked (word p- 
” Throughout the world. Fool not: for all may have, | | 
If they dare try, a glorious life,or grave. & ' 
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Oftngland! full of ſinne,but meſt of floth; 
Spit owgthy fleeme,and fill thy breſt with glorie: 
ic þlcars, as if thy native cloth 
ſhcepiſhneſle into thy ſtorie: 

ey all are ſoz but that the moſt 
Are gone to graſſe, and in the paſtare loſt, 


| "This lofle ſprings chicfly from our education. | ho 
| Some till ther greund,butlet weeds choke their ſonne;, Th 
| ySome mark a, partridge, never their childes faſhion: | T 
| »ome ſhip them over, and the thing is done. | W 
Studie this art, make it thy great defigne; | 


Andif Gods image moye thee not,let thine. 


vome great eſtates provide, but doe not breed 
/ A maft'ring minde ; ſo both are loſt thereby : 
- Orels they breed them tender, make them need 
All that they leave : this is flar povertic. 
For hezthat needs five thouſand pound to live, 
Is full as poore as hc;that needs bur five, 


The way to make thy ſonne rich,is to fl | 

His minde yith reſt, before his trunk with riches: 

For wealth without contentment, climbes a hill 

'To tee] thoſe tempeſts, which fly over ditches, 3 T 
Bur if thy ſonne can make ten pound his meaſure, | - 

\Then all thou addeſt may be call'd his Re | pr” 
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The Church-porch. A 
hen thou doſt purpoſe ought, (within thy power) | 


"Be (ure to doe it, though it be but (mall: 
!/=Conſtancie knits the bones,and makes us ſtowre, 
When wanton pleaſures becken us to thrall. 

nave, 7 Who breaks his. own bond; forfeitcth himſelf: 

# Whatnature made a ſhip, he makes a ſhelf. 
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'2Poe ill things like a man, not ſneakingly: 
'ZThink the king ſecs thee ſkill 3 for his King d 

4 1mpring 1s but a lay-hypocrihe: 
$G1ve it a corner,and the clue undoes. 
223 Who fears to doill, fets him(clt re ra#k:-- --- 
* Who fears to do well.ſure ſhould wear a mask, 
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| Lookto thy month; diſcaſes enter there. 
nne: | ZThou haſt two ſconſes,if thy ſKtomack call ; 
\- | Carvc,or diſcourſe; do not afamine fear. 
- | || Whocarves,is kind to two;who talks, to all. 
> Lookon mcat,thinkit dirt,then eat a bit; 
And (ay withall, Earth to earth I comnut. 


| Slight thoſe who ſay amidſt their fickly healths, 
\\ZThoulv'| by rule. What doth nor ſo, but man? 

ouſes are built by rule, and common-wealths. 

\Earice the truſty ſunne, if that you can, 

{ From his Echprick line: becken the skie. 

4 Wholives by rule then, keeps goed companie, 


; 


AVho keeps no guard upon himſelf, is ſlack, 
 ZAnd rots ro nothing at the next great thaw. . 

Man is a ſhop of rules, a well rruſo'd pack, 
hole every parcell under-writes a lavy.. 
Loſe not $i ſelf , nor give thy humours way: - 
God gaye them to thee under lock and key. . 
BLSRS HBPASY 24D 
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By all means uſe ſometimes to be alone. 
S4lute thy ſclf : ſee what thy ſoul doth wear. 

Dare to look in thy cheſt; for'tis thine own: 

And tumble up and down what thou find'ſt there, 
|| Who cannot reſt till hee good fellows finde, 


” 


He bteaks up houſc,turns out of doores his minde, || 4] 


Be thriftie, bur not covetous :.thercfore give Op! 
Thy need,thine honour;and thy fricnd his due, Dc 
Never was ſ{craper brave man. Get to hve ; =W 
"Then live,and uſe it : els,1t is not true | | Al 


That tho haſt gotten. Surely uſe alone 
Makes money 140t a contemprible ſtone. 


Never excecd thy income. Youth may make {In 
Ey'n with the yeare : but age, if it will hit, VV 
Shoots a boy ſhort,and leflens {till his ſtake, . Sh 
As the day leflens, and his life with it. | By 


Thy children, kindred, friends upon thee call; 
B-forethy journey fairly part with all. 


Yetin thy thriving {till miſdoubt ſome evil; 
Leſt gaining gain on thee,and make thee dimme 
'Toall things els. Wealth is the conjurers devil; 5 4 
Whom when he thinks he hath; the devil hath him. | >E 
Gold thou maylt ſafely touch, bur if it ſtick Be 
Unto thy hands, it woundeth to the quick. , | 


 Whar kills ir, if a bag of ſtones or gold 
About thy neck do drown thec? raiſe thy head; 
Take {tarres for money; ſtarres not to be told 
By any art, yet to be purchaſed. 

None is fo waſtetull as the ſcraping dame. 
She loſeth three tor one; her ſoul cſt,fame. 
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"*r3 no meansrunne in debt : rake thine own meaſure. 
{Who cannot live on: rwentie pound a yeare, 
'*Cannot on fourtie : he's a man of pleaſure, 

A kinde of thing that's for it ſelf roo deere, 

|” Thecurious uathrift makes his cloth toq wide, 


inde, | 7 And ſpares humſclt , but would his taylor chide. 
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Spend not on hopes. They that by pleading clothes 

'ZDo fortunes ſeek, when worth and ſecyice fail, 

ZWould have their tale beleeved for their oathes, 

'ZAnd are like empty veſſels under fail. 

> Oldcourtiers know this ; therefore (ct out lo, 
As all the diy thou mayſt hold ourto go. © 


In clothes, chcap handſomneſle deth bear the bell. 
Wiledome's a trimmer thing, then ſhop e're gave, 
--Say not then, This with that lace will do well; 
"But, This with my diſcretion will be þbraye. 
' Muchcuriouſneſle is a perpe tuall wooing 
Nothing with labour; tolly long a doing, 


*Play not for gain, but ſport. Who playes for more, 
/* Then he canfole with pleaſure, ſtakcs his hearr ; 
®Perhaps his wives too,and whom ſhe hath bore: 
m, | Servants and churches alſo play their part. 
{> Onely a herauld,who that way doth paſſe, 
+ Findes hiscrackt name ar length in the church-glaſſe, 
$f yer thou loye game at ſodeerea rate, 
ZLearn this, thathath old gameſters deerely coſt: 
2 Dolt loſe? riſe up:doſt vwinne? riſe in that ſtate. 
8 Who ſtrive to fit out Icfing hands,are loſt. 
|  @Gameis a civil gunpowder, in peace 
23 Blowing up houſes with their whole increaſe. 
By *% A 4 In 
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In converſation boldnefſe now bears (way, 
Burt know, that nothing can ſo fooliſh be, - 
As empty boldneſle: therefore firſt aſſay 
\, To ftafte thy minde with ſolid braverie ; 
: Thenmarch on gallant: get ſubſtantiall worth, 
Boldnefle guilds finely, and will (et it forth. 


Be ſweet to all. Is thy complexion ſowre? 
Then keep ſuch companie ; make them thy allay: 
Get a ſharp wife,a ſeryant that will lowre. 
. Aftumbler ſtumbles leaſt in rugged why. \" 
Comnund thy (elf in chief, He lifes warre knows, 7% 
Whom all his p-ſſions follow, as he goes. i 


Catch not at quarrels. He that dares not ſpeak 
Plainly and home, 1s coward of the two. 
Think not rhy fame art ey'ry twitch will break : 
By great deeds ſhey, that thou cant little do; 
And do them not: that ſhall thy wiſdome be; 
And change thy temperance into braverie. 


If that thy fame with ev'ry toy be pos'd, Th 
'Tis a thinne webbe,yhich poyſonous fancies make! | 1 
Bur the great ſouldiers honour was compos'd 'Y 
Of thicker ſtufte,which would endure a thake. 

Wiſdome picks friends; civilitie playes the reſt. 

A toy ſhunn'd cleanly paſleth with the beſk. 


Laugh not too much:'the wittic man hughs leaſt: 
For wit 15 newes onely to gnorance. 
Lefle at thine own things laugh; leK in the jeſt 
Thy perſon ſhare,and the concen advance. 
Make not thy ſport,abuſes-: for the fly n 
T hat feeds ondung, is coloured thereby. Dh , by 
ics\% 
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"Mick our of mirth, like ones out of thy ground, 
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M ofaneneſle, filthineſle, abuſivenefle, 


Thc fine may ſpare theſe well, yet not go lefle, 


'ZAll things are bigge with jeſt: nothing that's plain, 


| þ: But way be wittie, if thou hakk the vein, 


t's an unruly engine, wildly ſtriking - 
ctimes a friend, ſometimes the engineer. 
{t thou the knack? pamper it not with likings: 
[But if thou want it, buy 1t not too deere. 
1 Many affeing wit beyond- their power, __ ___ 


2 Have got to be a deare fool for an houre. . 


y 


' Afrd wiſe valouris the brave complexion; 


'That leads the van, and ſwallows up the cities. 
De gigler is a milk-maid , whom infeRion, 

I 2 fir'd beacon frighteth from his dittics. l 
*> Then he's the ſport: the mirth taen in him reſts, 


- 


| And the ſad man is cock of all his jeſts. 


\ 
T 


wards great perſons uſe reſpeQive boldfiefſſe: 

at temper.gives them theirs, and yet.doth take 

thing from thine: in ſervice,care,or coldnefle 
th ratably thy fortunes marre or make. © 

Feed no man in his ſinnes : for adulation 

2th make thee parcell-devil.in damnation. 
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- uy not 99g for thou mak'st thereby 


| Thy (elf the worſe, and ſo the diſtance greater. 
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be not thine ovwyn worm : yet ſuch jealouhie, 

& hurts nat others, but may make thee betters 
23 15 a good ſpurre, Corre& thy paſſions ſpite; 
# Then may the bcaſts dray thee to happy Þght- 
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Theſe are the ſcumme,with which courſe wits abound: 
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' When baſeneſle is exalted, do not bate 
SW The place its honourgfor the perſons ſake. 
pf "The 1298 is that which thou doſt venerate; 
And nor the beaſt, that bears 1t on his back. 
1 care not though the cloth of {tare ſhould be 
' Not of rich arras, but mean tapeſtric, 


Thy friend pur iu thy boſome : wear his cics 
Still in thy heart, that he may ſee what's there, 
If cauſe require, thou art his ſacrifice 
"'Thy drops of bloud muſt pay dowa all his fear : 
* Butlove is loſt; the way of friendſhip's gone, © 1 
Though David had his Fonathan,Chrift his Jobs. 


Yet be not ſurety, if thou be a father. 
Love,is a perſonall debt, I cannox give 
My childrens right, nor ought he take it: rather 
Both-friends ſhould die,then hinder them to, live, 
Fathers firſtenter bonds to natures ends; 
And are her ſuxerics, ere they arc a friends. 


Tf thou be fingle,all thy goods and ground 

Submit to love; but yet not mcre then all. 

Give one eſtate, as one life. None is bound 

To work for two,who brought himſelf to thrall. 
God made me one man; love makes me no morc, 
Tilllabour come, and make my weaknefle (core. 


In thy diſcourſe, if thou deſire to pleaſe ; 
All ſuch,is courtcous,uſefull, ney, or wittie, 
U ſefulnefle comes by labour, wir by eaſc; 
Countefie grows in court; news in the citie, 

Ger a ood {t5ck of theſe, then dravy the card : | 
I hatſuires him beſt;of whom thy ſpecchis heard, ® 
Entice\Þ 
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"For ſo thou dolt thy ſelf and him a pleaſure: 
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ntice all neatly to what they know beſt; 


4 


'$Þur a proud ignorance will loſe his reſt, 
"| Wachcr then ſhevy his cards) ſteal from his treaſure 


& What to ask further. Doubts well rais'd do lock 
-12F The ſpeaker to thee, and preſerve thy ſock. 
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'* thou be Maſter-gunner, ſpend not all © 
Fhat thou canſt ſpeak,at once; but husband it, 
And give men turns of ſpeech : do not foreſtall | | 


4- » wy 


By laviſhneſle thine own ,and others wit, 


K- As if thou mad'ſ thy will. A civil gueſt 
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Wul ng more talk all,then eat all the feaſt, 
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calm in' arguing : for fierceneſſe makes 
'Krrour a fault, and truth diſcourtelie. 
Why ſhould I feel another mans miſtakes 
More, then his ſicknefles or poyertie? 
7 In love I ſhould : but anger is not love, 
1 Nor wiſdome neither: therefore gently moves 
j 


Imneſle is great advantage:he that lets 

other chafe, may warm him at his fire: 

ark all his wandrings,and enjoy his frets; 

Bs cunning fencers ſuftcr heat to tire. ; 
'Z Truth dwels not 1n the clouds:the boyy that's there, 
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* Duth often aimat, never hit the ſphere, 
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Mark what another ſayes: for many are 

Full of th:mſclyes, and anſwer their own notion, 
#T ake all into theezthen with equall care 
*Ballance each dramme of reaſon, like a potion. 

Z If truth be with thy friend,be with them boths 


+ Share inthe conqueſt,and copfeſſe a oth. \.. 
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Be uſefull where thou liveſt, that they may MD for 
Both wanrt,and wiſh thy pleaſing preſence ſtill, *Fo tal 
Kindnefſe,good parts,great places are the way Ox !0\ 
To compaſle this. Finde out mens wants and will, © "poo 
* And met them there, All worldly joyes go lefle FAn 

To the one joy of doing kindnefles. Sri 


Pitch thy behaviour low,thy projets highs 

So ſhak thou humble and magnanimous be: 
Sink not-in ſpirit: who aimeth at the sky, 
Shoots higher much then he that means a tree. 
* A cgrainof glorie mixt with humblenefle 


Cures both a feyer and lethargicknefle. 


© ot arbor etttmoy wy -- me oe ON Cee hers he ls a Þ 
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Let thy minde fill be bent,ſtill plotting where, 
And when,and how the bufinefle may be done. 
Slacknefſe breeds worms; but the ſure traveller, 
"Though he alight ſometimes, ſtil] goeth on, 


Aive- and ſtirring ſpirits live alone. 
Write outhe others, Here lies ſuch a one. 


Slight not the ſmalleſt lofle, whether it be 

In love or honour : take account of all; 

Shine like the ſunne in every corner: ſee 

Whether thy ſtock of credit ſwell, or fall. 

_* Whoſay,I care nor, thoſe I give for loſt; 
And to inſtru them, *twilſttot quit the coſt. 


Scorn no marslove,though of a mean degree; 


(Love 1s a preſent for a mightie king) 
Much leſſe make any one thine enenuc.. 


As gunnes qcſtroy, ſo miy a little (ling, 
The cunning workman never doth refuſe 
- _ Ihe meaneſttoo),thar he may chance to uſe. 
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forrain wiſdome doth amount to this, 
*ÞÞ take all that is given; whether wealth 
Ox love, or language; nothing comes amiſt: 
vill, "Mood digeſtion turneth all to health: 
eſſe And then as farre as fair behaviour may, 
rike off all ſcores; none axe ſo cleare ag they, 
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cp all thy native good, and naturalize 
| forrain of rhat name; but ſcorn their ill: 
Mbrace their aRivencſle, not vanitics. 
"Who follows all things, forfeireth his will. 
*F1f thou obſerveſt ſtrangers incach fit, _ _ 
- 2Intime they'l runne thee out of, all thy wit. 
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e& in things about thee cleanlineſle, 
har all maygladly board thee, as a flowre, 
vens take up their ſtock of noilomneſle 
'Beforchand , andanticipate their laſt houre. 
2 Let thy mindes ſweetnefle have his operation 
f Upon thy body, clothes,and habitation. 
"of 
"Ih Almes regard thy means, and others merit, 
Fhink heav'n a better bargain, then-to give 
Qnely thy ſingle marker-money for it: 
yn hands with God to make a man to live. 
-+ Give toall ſomething; ro = op poore many 
- Till chou change names, and be where he began, 


”n 


o 


'Chriſts ſtamp to boot: both images regard. 

$04 reckons-for him, counts the fayour his: 
rite, So much giv'n to God; thou ſhalt beheard, 
'3 Letthy almes go before, and keep heay'ns gate - 
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& Opcator theezor both may come too kate. 


Ei is Gods image; but a pcore man is 
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Reſtore to God his due-in tithe and time: [pc © 
A tithe purloin'd cankers the whole eſtate, And end 
Sundaies obſerve: think when the bells do chime, TM % 
*Tis angels mulick; therefore come not late, 'T exe ©: 


God then deals bleſſings : If a king did ſo, | W - 
Who would nor haſte, nay givc,to {ce the ſhow: _. e 


# 


Twice on the day his duc is underſtood; 

For all the week thy food (o oft he gave thee. 

Thy cheere is mended; batc not of the tocd, 

Becauſe 'tis better, and perhaps may fave thee. 
Thwart not th' Almighty God: O be not croſſe 
Faſt when thou wilt; but then 'tis gain, nor loſk, 


Though private prayer be a brave deſigne, 

Yet publick hath more promiſes, more love: 

And love's a weight to hearts, to eies a ſign. 

We all are bur cold ſuitours; let us move 
Where it is warmeR, Leave thy fix and ſeven; 
Pray with the molt: for where mot pray, is heat 


When once thy foorenters the church, be bare. 

Godis more there, then thou: for thou art there 

Onely by his permiffion. Then beware, 

aj: 209% thy BAY reverence and fear. | 
Kneeling ne're ſpoil'd filk ſtocking; quit thy ſtate, 
All equal are within the ene Hides" 


Reſort to ſermons, but to prayers moſt: 
Praying 's the end of preaching. O be dreſt; 
Stay not for th' other pin: why thou haſt loſt 
A joy tor it worth worlds. Thus hell doth jeſt 
Amay thy bleſſings, and extreamly flout thee, # 
Thy clothes being faſt;burthyſoul looſe abou thee. # 
Te TING 
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We of (crvice ſeal up both thine eres, 
Amndſcnd them to thine heart; that ſpying ſinne, 
me, T wy may weep out the {tains by thentdid riſe: 
wafc doores being ſhut, all by the eare comes in. 
Who marks in Reck rings others ſymmetric, 
pkes all their beautic his deformitie, 


, 
Fo 


. 
« 
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[F 
Fain or buſic thoughts have there no part: 

Bring not thy plough, thy plots, thy a2 thither. 
Chai purg'd his temple; ſo muſt thou thy hearr. 
Wyorldly thoughts are but theeves met together 
of, "Fo couzin thee, Look to thy ations well ; 

oe, For churches are either our heav'n or hell. 


— aw a - 2 


Judge not the preacher; for he is thy Judge : 

thou miſlike him, thou concerv'it him not, 
od calleth preaching folly. Do nor grudge 
@pick our treaſures from an earthen por. 
\ | "The worſt ſpeak ſomething good: it all want ſenſe, 
.axt G94 rakesa text, and preacherh patience, 


*? 


{> 


lethat gets patience, and the bleſſing which 
machers conclude with, hath nor loſt his pains, 
Ethat by being at church eſcapes the lirch, 
Which he might fall in by companions, gains. 
*He that loves Gods abode, and to combine 


le | | 9s 
' With ſaints oncarth, ſhall one day with them ſhine. 


eſt not at preachers language, or expreſſion: 
ov know'ſt thou,but thy finnes made him miſcarrie? 
then turn thy faults and his into confeſſion: 
God ſent him, whatſoc're he be; O tarry, 
#ZAnd love him for his Maſter ; his condition, 
Though it be 11, makes him no ill Leg con 
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16 The Church-porch. 
None ſhall in hell ſuch bitter pangs endure, 
As thoſe, who mnck ar Ginds way of falvation, 3 
Whom oil and balſames kill, what falve can cue ay 
They drink with greedinefle a full damnation, 
The Jews refuſed thunder; and we, folly. Wy t 
Though God do hedge us in, yet who is holy? 


o 


Summe up at night, what thou haſt done by<ay; 
And in the morning, what thou halt to do. 
Dreſle and undrefle thy ſoul ; mark the decay 
And growth of it; *f with thy watch, that roo 
Be down, then winde up both; ſince yve ſhall 
Moſt ſurely judg'd, nix of thy accounts agree. 


In brief, acquit rhee bravely, play the man. 
Look not on pleaſures as they come, but go. 
Deferre not qrogng vertue: lifes poore ſpan - 
Make not an ell, by :trifliagin thy wo. SR 
If thou doll; the joy fades, not the pains? = 
If well; the pain doth fade,the joy remains. + 2 


 Superliminare. 


b Hou, whom the former precepts have 
© Sprinkled and taught, how to'behave --| —-- 
*T hy telf in church; _—_— and taſte 


- The churches myſticall repaſt, 


CE Ee CO cen 


s _ 
l- # Am profaneneſle;z come not here: 
Fi mropoy bur holy, pure, and cleare, 
7 Or that which groneth to be ſo, 
| be: May at his peril further gu. 
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The Altar. C At 


A broken At TAR, Lord, thy ſervant my Th 
Made of a heart, and cemented with tex Y 
Whoſe pargs are as thy hand did frame;/ 
No workmans tool hathtouch'd the ſame, 
AHtaRyrT alone 
Is ſach a ftonc q 
As nothing bur 
Thy pow'r doth cur, 
Wherefore cach part 
Of my hard / heart 
Meets in this frame, 


To praiſe thy name, 
That if I chance to hold my peace , 
| Theſe Rones ro praiſe thee may not ceaſe, "There 
O let thy bleſſed SACRIFICE be mill 
And fanQtife this A x A R to be ths ; 
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? The Charch. ; » 
b « The Sacrifice, 


, \ H all ye, who paſſe by, whoſe eyes and minde 
| IT worldly things are ſharp , but to me blinde; 
mc, who took eyes that I might you finde: 


Was eyer grict like mine? 


y; Princes of my people make a head 
Ko Agginſt their Maker: they do wiſh me dead, 
1c; / Wiko cannot wiſh, except I give them bread: 
4.4 Was ever grief like mine ? 


mee 


5 me each one, whe doth nov me brave, 

Had to this day been an Egyptian ſlave, Ht 
They uſc that power againſt me, which Legave: 

Was ever grief like mine? 


ligc own Apcitle, who the bag did beare, 
Iyugh he had all 1 had, dzd nor forbeare 
S(c11 me alſo, and to put me there: 

Was ever grief, &c, 


We pence he did my death deviſe, 


[Who at three handred did the ointment prize, 
Wd: half ſo feet as my ſweet ſacrifice: 
w- Was eyer grief, &c. 


erefore my ſoul melts,and my hearts deare treaſure 
pps bloud (the onely beads ) my words to meaſure: 


"Wet this cup paſſe; if it be thy pleaſure: 


Was ever grief, &Cc. 


eſe drops being temper'd with a ſinners tears, 
Balſome are for both the Hemiſpheres : 


ring all wounds, but mine; all, but my fears: 
Was ever grief, &c. 


Yet 


- — 
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Yet my Diſciples ſleep: T cannot gain ; the 
One houre of watching; but their drowhie brain ) 
Comforts not me, and doth my doctrine ſtain: lWyncye 
"PIE: $ Was ever grief like on 


Ariſe, ariſe, they come. Look how they runne, jos caid 

Alas! what haſte they make tu be undone! ilee « 

How with their langerns.do they ſeek the (funnel gl he t 
Was ever griet, &c, "ty 


With clubs and ftaves they ſeek ync, as a thict, Filth the 

Who am the way of truth, the true relief; '", BY 

Moſt true to thole, who are my greateſt grief: Vis 4 
Was ever grict, &c, 


Fudas, doſ thou betray me with a kifle ? Tl 
Cant thou finde hell about my lips? and miſle Sen 
Of life, juſt at the gates of life and blifle ? - 

| Was ever grief, &c, 


See, they lay hold on mic, not with the hands 

Of faith, but furie: yer at their commands id tc: 

I (uffer binding, who haye loos'd their bands: Am 01 
Was ever grief, &c. 


All my Diſciples flie; fear puts a barre lewd i 
Betwixt my triends and me, They leave the ſtarr ami! 
That brought the wiſe men of the Eaſt from far. Pn c 
| Was ever grief, &c. 
'Then from one ruler to another bound The 7 
"They leade me; urging, that it was not ſound AK v 
What I taught: Comments would the text confow WW q 
Was cver grief, 8c. 3 
The Prieſt aad rulers all fal{e witneſle ſeek kN 
Gainſt him, who ſeeks not life, but is the meck WM! 
And readic Paſchal Lambe of this great week: Mk v 
Was ever grief, &c. 
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The Church. 
| they accuſe me of great blaſphemie, 
ag did thruſt into the Deitie, 
0: Encyer thought that any robberie: 
Ke oy Was ever grief like mine? 


a (aid, that I the Temple to the flovre 

wc dayesraz'd, and raiſed as before. 

VR hc that built the yyorld can do much more: 
X4 Was ever grief, &c. 


ke they condemne me all with tharſame breath, 
I dogive them daily, unto death. 
Adam my firſt breathing rendereth: 
Was ever grief, &c, 


y ly binde, and leade me unto Herod : he 
ends me to Pilate. This makes them agree; 
JueFer their friendſhip is my cnmitie: 

<8 Was ever grief, &c. 
Jersd and all his bands do ſet me light, 


Vh d teach all hands to warre, fingers to fight, 
nd oncly am the Lord of hoſts and might: 


. . Was ever grief, &c. 
Sap in judgement fits, while Ido ſtand ; 

ure mines me with a cenſorious hand: 

ac Fn obey, who all things elſe command: 


3 Was eyer grief, &Cc, 
The 7erws accuſe me with deſpitefulneſle; 
AM vying malice with my gentleneſle, 
00 quarrels with their onely happineflez: _ 
"4  Wasever grief, XC 
, [@:Fver nothing, but with patience prove 
; IMonie hearts will melt with gentle love. 
Mt who docs haywk at cagles with a doye 0 
LEND) UE; Was ever griet,&C, 
[18 Sf os of _ | My 
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My filence rather doth augment their crie; 
My dove doth back into my boſome flie, 
Becauſe the raging waters {till are high: 


Was ever griet like 188 


Heark how they cric aloud ſtill, Crucife: 

It is'n0t fit be live a day, they crie, 

Who cannot live leſle then eternally: 

| Was ever gricf, &c, 


Pilate a ſtranger holdeth off; but they, 
Mine own deare people, cry, Away, away, 


" With noiſes confuled frighting the day: 


Was cvcr grief, &c, 


Putting my life among their finnes and fears, 
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Yet ſtill they ſhout, and cric, and ſtop their cares, ly. Ace 
WH o/c 
wo AS 


And therefore wiſhm;y bloud on them and thein&ſton 


Was ever grief, &c. 


Uſed, and wiſhed, are the whole worlds light: 
But hony is their gall, brightneſle. their night: 
Was ever gricf, &c, 


They chooſe a murderer, and all agree 
In lim to do themſelves a ai0 
For it was their own cauſe who killed me: 


Was ever grief, &c. 


And a ſcditious murderer he was: 


But I the Prince of peace; peace that doth paſſe 


Allunderſtanding, more then heay'n doth elaſle: 
Was ever griet, &c. 


Why, Ceſar is their onely King, not I: 

He clave the ſtore rock, when they were drie: 

But ſurely not their þearrs, as I well triez © 
Was ever grief, &c. 


8 
See how ſpite cankers things. Theſe words aright\ rents 
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The Church. 


ow they ſcourge me! yet my tendernefſe 

es each laſh: and yer their birterneſle 
Vande s up my griet to 2 myſteriouſnefle: | 
LE Was<ver griet like mine ? 
VE buſter me,and box me as they liſt, 
ſbegralp the earth and heaven with my fift, 
Wincver yet, whom I would puniſh, miſs'd + 


x, Was ever grief , &c. 
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d, they ſpit on me in ſcornfull wiſe, 
by my ſpittle gave the blinde man cies, 
eng his blindnefle to mine enemies: 
ic, [9 Was ever grief , &c. 


res, MatiFace they cover, though it be-divine. - 

> WWo/es face was vailed, (01s mine, 
cir:&on their double-dark ſouls either ſhine: 
c. Was ever grief , &c. 


. Pc 
ohe> Tents and abjefs flout me; they arc witrie : 


New rophefie who ſtrikes thee, 1s their dittie, 
2aWcy in me denic themſelves all pitie: 
c. Was ever grief , &c. 


and now I am deliver'd unto. death, 
heach one cals for ſo withutmoſt breath, 
he before me well nigh ſuffereth: 


6. Was ever grief , &c, 


Weep nor, dcare friends.ſince I for both have wepe 

A nall my tears were bloud, the while you ſlept; 
tears for your own fortunes ſhould be kept: | 

Was eycr grief , &c. 


> ſouldiers lead me to the common hall ; 
Acre they deride me, they abuſe me all: 

for twelye heay'uly legions I could call: 

Ee 3] Was eyer grict , &C- | 
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| And Prophers once to ſce, but found no lace ! 


24 The Church. 


Then with a ſcarlet robe they me aray; 
Which ſhews my bloud to be the onely way, 
And cordiall lett to repair mans decay.: 

«Was cvcr gricf like ming 


Then on my head a crown of thorns I wear; I ne 
For theſe are all the grapes Sjon doth bear, ſpit 
Though I my vine planted and watred there : Þ 
| Was ever grict , &c, 


So ſits the earths great curſe in Adams fall Mlhcro 
U pon my head: ſo I remove it all I&cn < 
From th” earth unto my brows;and bear the thrall'2 
| Was ever grief , 8c. P 


Then with the reed they gave to me before, "* y 
"They ſtrike my head, the rock from whence all 
Of heav'nly blesſfings iflue evermore: he tr 


Was ever gricf, &c. 


They bow their knees to me, and cry, Hail king: ih, hc 

What cyer ſcoftes or ſcornfulnefle can bring, hc g 

I am the floore, the fink, where they it fling: Wwo 
Was ever grief, &c. ; 


Yet ſince mans ſcepters are as frail as reeds, Ab 
And thorny all their crowns, bloudie their weeds 
J-who am Truth,turn into truth their deeds: Ml a! 

Wasever grief , &C. , 
"The ſouldiers alſo ſpit upon that face, 4 
Which Angels diddefire to have the orace, 


Was ever grief &c. 


'Thus trimmed forth they bring me to the rour, Wim 

Who Crucifie him, crie with one ſtrong ſhour. WW5'p 

God holds his peace arman,and mancties our: WWprc 
' Wasevergrief, &c, 


d 
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The Church. 37 3 
y leade me in once more,and putting then : 


xc own clothes on, they leade me our agen. 


om devils flie,thus is he roſs'd of men: 
Was ever grief like mine? 
I now vvearie of ſport, gl:d to ingroſſe 
ſpite in onezcounting my lite their loſſe, 
y carrie me to my moſt bitter croſle: 
Was ever orief, 8c, 


croſſe I bear my ſelf , untill I fainr: 
en Simon bears it for me by conſtraint, 


e decreed burden of cach mortall Sainr : 
Was ever grief , &C, 


w/l-ye who paſſe by, behold and ſee ; ©- 

In ſtole the fruir,bur I muſt climbe the tree; 
Dec trce of life ro all, but onely me : | 
ke” Was ever grief , &c, 


0 88 hcre I hing, charg'd with a world of finne, 
Bd: grcater world 9'th' two; for that came in 
9 vwords, but this by forrow I muſt win : 
Was cver grief , &C. 


£ 1 ſorrow, as if ſinfull man could feel, 
feel his part,he would nor ceale to kneel, 


ILall were melred,though he were all ſteel: 
Was ever grief , &c. 


8:, 0 my God, my God! why leav'it thon me, 
Ic ſonne, in whom thou doſtdelight to be? 


G0d, ny Go —— 
Never was grief like mine, 


:m2 tears my ſoul,my bodic many a wound; 
arp nails pierce this, bur ſharper that confound; 
proches, which are tree,vwhile T am bound. 


Was Lv grict , Non 


26:  TheChurch. 
Now heal thy ſelf, Phyſician;znow come down, # 
Alas! 1did ſo, when I lefr my crown bs: 


<4 > 
= 


And fathers ſmile for you, to feel his frown: = 
Wagever grict like ming 

Tn healing not my (elf, there doth conſiſt \ 

All that ſalvation, which ye now reliſt 3 OnKir 


Your ſafctic in my ſickneſle doth ſubſit: Y 
| Was ever grief , &c. '$h@W I 


Betwixt two theeves T ſpend my utmoſt breath, » 'FF 
As he that for ſome robberie ſuffereth. A 
Alas! yhat have I ſtollen from you? death: 


; 0 
Was ever grief , &C, 


A king my title is, prefixt on high 

Yet by my ſubje&s am condemn'd to die Kyi 

A ſervile death in ſervile companie: Shall ch 
Was cver grief , &c. | 


They gave me vineger mingled with gall, 

But more with malice: yet,yvhen they did call, 

With Manna, Angels food, I fed them all: |: 
Was ever grief , &c, *hou 


'T hey part my garments,and by lot diſpoſe j 

My coat, the type of love, which once cur'd tho on 

Who ſought for help, never malicious foes: *S 
Was eyer grief, &c., Loc 


Nay,after deathheir ſpite ſhall further goz = Myſboſc 
For they will pierce my (ide, I full well know; 


'T hat as finne came, ſo Sacraments might flow: e Bk 

| Was ever grief , & 

x | for t! 
But now I die ; now all is finiſhed. ; 


My. wo, mans weal: and now T bow my head. 
Onclylerothers ſay, when T am dead, 


Never was gricflike mi 


The Church. 
« The Thankſgiving. 


ZFAH King of gricf! (atitle ſtrange; yet rrue, 
% To thee of all kings onely due ) 
Qw#King of wounds! how ſhalt T grieve tor thee, 
be Who in all grief preventeſt me? 
SB I weep bloud? why thou haſt wepr ſuch ſtore 
\ FF Tharall thy body was onedoore. 
? 28 1 be ſcourged, flouted, boxed, ſold ? 
A "Tis but to tell the tale 1s told. 
MEG 0d, my God, why doſt thou part from me? 
2 Was ſuch agriet as cannot be. 
Shall I then (ing, skipping,thy dolefull ftoric, _ _ 
2 And fide uy thy triumphant gloric? 
Shall chy ſtrokes be my ſtroking? thorns, my floyer? 
Thy rod, mypoſkie? croſle, my bower? 
3 it ow then ſhall I mmitate thee, and 
= Copicthy fair, though bloudic hand? 
' SW I will reuenge me on thy love, 
* And trie who hill vidtorious prove, 
Emhou doſt give me wealth; I will reſtore 
3 Allback unto thee by the poore. 
; IF@0u doſt give me honour; men thall ſec, 
3 The honour doth belong to thee. 
Ie! not marry; or, if ſhe be mine, 
i She 1nd her children ſhall be thunc. 
Wy oſome friend, if he blaſpheme thy nartie, 
E I will tear thence his love and fame, 
; DO half of me being gone; the reſt I give 
3 Unto ſome Chappell, die or hive, 


gor thy paſſion'—Bur of that anon, 

Fe When with the other I have done. 

ty predeſtination Vie contrive, | 

| That chree yeares hence, if I ſurvive, 
of | [1-7 W- $3; 


Tic 


| 
| 


\ 
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V'le build a ſpittle, or mend common wayes, 
But mend mine own Without dclayes, 
Then I will uſe/the works of thy creation, 
Asif Tus'd them but for faſhion. 
The world and Twill quarrel]; and the yeare 
Shall not perceive, that I am here. 
My muſick ſhall finde thee, and ev'ry firing 
Shall have his attribute to fing; 
That all together may accordin thee, 
And prove one God, one harmonie, 
1f rhou ſhalt give me wit, it ſhall appeare, 
If thou haſt giv'n it me, 't1s here. 
Nay, I will reade thy book, and never moye 
Till T have found therein thy love; 
Thy art of love, which Tle turn back on thee, 
 O my deore Saviour, Victorie! 
Then for thy paſlion-- 1 will do for that-- 
Alas, my God, I know not what. 


i. Mit. —— ——_—C _—_— 
— 


— _ 
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<C The Repriſall. 
] Have conſider'd it, and finde 
Theres nodealing with thy mighty paſſion: 
For though TI dic for thee, I am bchinde; 
My finnes deſerye the condemnation. 


O make me innocent, that T 

May give adiſcntangled ite and free; 

And yet thy wounds ſtill my atternpts defie, 
For by thy death I dic for thee, 


Ah! was it not enough that thou 

By thy eternall gloxie d16 ſt ontgo mc? 

Couliſt thou not griefs (ad conqueits me allow, 
Put in all v:&'ries ovcrthroyy me ? 


The Church. | 


Yer by confeſſhon will T come 
othe conqueſt. Though I can do nought 
«in| thec, in thee 1 will overcome 

Thc man, who once aginlt thee fought. 


« The Agonie. 


Þ Hiloſophers have meaſur'd mountains, 
thom'd the depths of ſeas, of ſtares, and kings, 
i1kd vwitha ſtaffe to heav*n,and traced fountains: 
Bur there arc two valt, (ſpacious things, 

Bbc which to meature it doth more bchove: 
t fexy there are that ſound them; Stnne xn1 Love. 


Who would know Sinne, let him repair 
nto mount Oliyer; there ſhall he ſee 
man ſo wrung with pains, that all his hair, 
His skinne, his garments bloudic be. 
ne is that prefle and vice, which forceth pain 
o hunt þ.s cruell food through ey'ry yein. 


Who knows not Love, let him aſſay 
nd taſte that Juice, which on the crofle a pike 
| ſer again abroach; then let him ſay 
It ever he did taſte the like. 
ve 15 that liquour ſweet and moſt divine, 
aich my God feels as bloud; bur 1, as wine. 


3: « Tie 


The Church. 


«7 The Sinner. 
| (Rjg* how I am all ague, when I feck 


What I have trcaſur'd in my memorie! 

Since, if my ſoul make even with the week, Þ 

Each ſeventh note by right is duc to thee. 

I tinde there quarries of pil'd yaniries : : 

But ſhreds of holineſle, that dare not ventur# 

To they their face, ſince crofle to thy decrevpltk 

"There the circumference earth is, heay'n the centre. i 

Jnio much dregs the quinteflence is (mall: | 
The ſpirit and good extract of my heart 

Comes to/about the many hundredth part. Þ 

| Net Lord reſtore thine image, heare my call: (gron:8FThar 

And though my hd heart ſcarce to thee calFThy \ 

Remember that thou once didſt write 1n ton. All cc 

070 


| ate emma ns = _ C— — —— { 
| annc 


T And 
«} Good Friday. "xy 
O My chicf good, Aud 


How ſhill 1 meaſure out thy-bloud? 
How ſhall I count what thee befcll, | 
And cach grief tcll? 4 


Shall I thy woes 

Number according to thy foes? 

Or, ſince one ſtarre ſhow'd thy firſt breath, 
Shall all thy death? 


| ths 
Or ſhall cach leaf, | og 18 h 
Which falls in Autumne, ſcore a gricf? ; 

Or cannor leaves, but fruir, be figne 
Of thenne vine? 


The Church. 


Then let cach hourc 
Df my whole life one grief devourc; 
har thy diſtreſle through all may runne, 
And be my lunne, | 


Yn _ 


eek | Or rather let 

ly ſevcrall finnes their ſorrows get; 
TT hat as cach beaſt his cure doth know, 
L Each ſinne may lo. 


% 


'Nture f 


Ccre is. | | 
tro ” Wince bloud is fitteſt, Lord ,ro write 


hy ſorrows 1n, and bloudic fight; 
2Þy heart hath ſtore, wrre there, where in 
FJOne box doth lic both ink and (inne : 


- 


ron 2ET hat when finne ſpics ſo many foes, 
< FJ Thy whips, thy nails, thy wounds, thy woes, 
tons F-A!! come to lodge there, finne may ſay, 

8N0 room for me, and flic away. 
a —_ 


inne being gone, oh fill the place, 
J-And keep poſlefion with thy grace; 
Leſt finne rake courage and return, 
Aud all theywritings blot or burn. - 


6 « Redemption, 

1 ps veen tenant long to a rich Lord, 

fl Not thriving, I reſolved to be bold, 

And make a FA unto him, to afford 

i A nov ſmall-rented leaſe, and cancell th' old. 

&F 11 heaven at his manour I him ſought: 

They told me there, that he was lately gone 
About ſome land,which hc had dearly bought . 

Leng lince on earth, to rake 26 49408 7 

1 56 "8 8 


* 
My ” 
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| rajght return'd, and knowing his great birth, 
Sought him accordingly in great reſorts; Wi "7 
In cities, theatres, gardens, parks, and courg 
| Atlength I heard aragged noiſe and mirth 


Of theeves and mmderers: there T him eſp 
Who ſtraight, Tour ſuit 75 granted,(aid,8 diclb2t> * 


_—_— 


ll Sepulch I'Ce | vake 
Bleſſed bodice! Whither art thou thrown? 

'No lodging for thee, but a cold hard ſtone? 
So many hearts on carth, and yet not one $:. a 
| by . 
Receive thee: bet 


ne cr 


Sure i!,ere is room within our hearts good ſtore; 

For they can lodge tranigrefſtons by the ſcore: 

"Thouſands bf roycs dwell there, yer out of doote 
They leave thec. 


ifs 
*Eonlo 
»% 4 

1 | 
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But that which ſh:ws them large, ſhevys them unfit. *Þ let 
What ever finne did this pure rock commit, And 1 
Which holds thee now? Who hath indircdit | 
Of murder? - Bag 
thee, 8 $01 
Where cur hard hearts have took up tones to brain" t 
And miſſing this, moſt falfly did arraigne thee; - inn 
Onely theſe ſtones 1n quiet entertain thee, _ Oh 
And order, US 
81 101 
Ard as of old, the law by heav'nly art Wt th 
Was writ 1n {tone ; fo thou, which alſo art Vith 
[1 he letter of the word, find'ſ no fit heart $ 
To hold thee. on 
Yetdo we ſtill perfift as we began, b bo 
And ſo ſhould periſh, but that nothing can, he 


{4 hough it be cold, hard, foul, from loving man 
Withold thee, 
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«| Eaſter. 


Iſe heart; thy Lord is riſen, Sing his praiſe 
Without delayes, 
ho takes thee by the hand , that.thou likewiſe 
| With him mayſt riſe: 
at, as his death - calcined thee to duſt, | 
Ws life may make thee gold, and much more jult. 


4 | ak& my lute, and truggle for thy part 
"3 With all thy acre. 


Fe croſſe taught all wood to reſound his name, 


; Who bore the ſame. 
*Wis ſtreched finews taught all ſtrings, what key 
"Þ beſt to celebrate this moſt high day. -- 
; onſort both heart and lute, and twiſt a ſon 

7 Pleaſant and long: 
2D: fince all muſack is but three parts vied 

b: And multiplied z 
2 |ct thy bleſled Spirit bear a part , 

2nd make up our defeats with his ſyyect art. 


2 got me tleyyers to ſtraw thy way; 
8 20t mc boughs off many a tree: 
ut thou waſt up by break of day, 
29d brought'ſ thy ſweets along with thee, 


WF nc Sunne arifing inthe Eaſt, 
& tough he give light, & th' Eaſt perfume ; 
Wt they ſhould offer to conteſt 

Vith thy ariſing, they preſume. 


FC:n there be any day but this, 

JT hough many ſunnes to ſhine endeavour # 
Ve count three hundred, but we miſle : 
I here 1s but one, and that one oy 


S 
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Lord, who createdſt man in wealth and ſtore 
Though fooliſhly he loſt the ſame, 
Decaying more and more, 
Till he became 
Moſt poore: 
With thee 
O let me rile 
As larks, harmoniouſly, 
And ſing this day thy viRories : 
Then ſhall che fall further che flight in me 


_ 
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My tender age in- ſorroyy did beginne 1 
And {ll with ſickniefſes and ſhame 
Thou Yidſt ſo puniſh (innc, 
That T1 became 
Moſt thinne. 
With thce 
Let me combine, 
Anda cel this day thy vicorie: 
For, it I imp' my wing on thine, | 
Affliction ſhall advance. the flight in mc, 


« Eaſter wings» 


Bs 
Dd 

ov 

R 
D 
\V 
Hh 


"26 The Charch. 
H. Baptiſme, 


S he that [ſces'a dark and ſhadie grove, 
Stayes nor, but looks beyond it on the skie, 


So when 1 view my finnes, mine eyes rem 


More backward ſtill, and to that water flie, 


Which is above the heav'ns, whoſe ſpring and rent 
Is in mydeaxre Redeemers pierced fide. 

O blefled{treams ! either ye do preyent 
And Rop our finnes from growing ti 


ick and wide, 


Or elſe give tears to drown them, as they groxy, 

In vouRedemption meaſures all my time, 
And ſpreads the plaiſter cquall ro the crime; 

You taughr the Eo 5k of Ifte my name, that ſo 


What cyer futurc ſinnes ſhould me miſcall, 
Your firſt acquaintance might diicredit all, 


— 


—— 


a— 


= H. Baptiſme. 


Ince, Lord, to thee 
A narrow way and little gate 
Fs all the paſſage, on my infancie | 
Thou didft lay hold, and antedatc 
My faith in me. 


O ler me ſtill 


et me be ſoft.and ſupple ro thy will, 
ES ut Small to my ſelf, ro.cthers mildc, 
Behither 11. 


Although by ſtealth 
' My fleſhget on; yer let her ſiſter 
My foul bid nothing, bur preſerve her wealth: 


The growth of fleſh is bur a bliſter 2 


Childhood js health, 
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- Write thee great God , and me a cluldt;# | 


( 
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7 Nature. 


1 of rebellion, I would die, 
il Or fight, or travell, or denie 
MIT hat thou haſt ought to do with me, 
O tame my heart; 
Ont It is thy higheſt art 
0 captivate ſtrong holds to thee, 


chou ſhalt let this yenome lurk, 

nd 1n ſuggeſtions fume and work, 
=2y ſoul will curn to bubbles ſtraight, 
'H And thence by kinde 
3 Vaniſh into a winde, 

aking thy workmanſhip deceit. 


_— 


[ſmooth my rugged heart, and there 
W ngrave thy rev'rend lay and fear; 
— Fr make a ncyy one, fince the old 
2 Is fapleſle | Anqg , 
bo And a much fitter ſtone 


2 hide my duſt, then thee to hold, 


C Sinne. + 


de: 8 Ord , with whart care haſt thou begirt us round ! 
S Parents firſt ſeaſon us : then ſchoolmaſters 
1 Deliver us to laws z they ſend us bound 
F- 2 rules of reaſon, holy meſſengers, 
F'ulpits and ſundayes, ſorrow dogging finne, 
& Aſlitions ſorted, anguiſh of all fizes, 
Fine nets and ftrat:gems to catch us in, 
Didics laid open, millions of ſurpriſes 3 
FEA ia ren Hiatt -Y Bleſlings 


33 The Charch. 
Bleſſings beforchand, tyes of gratefulneſſe, 


The ſound of glorie ringing 1n our eares: 
Without,our ſhame; vwithin,our con(ciences; 
Angels and grace, eternall hopes and fears, 


y fletl 


$ nſum 


Yrovw 


ll gri 


Yet all theſe fences and their whole aray | 
Gae cunning boſome-lanne blows quite ay, 


hen T 


« Affliction. 


Wen firſt thou didſt entice ro thee my heart, 
* I thought the ſervice brave; Z 
So many joyes I writ down for my part, IJ 
Beſides whatI might have 3 

Out of my ſtock of naturall delights, E 
Augmented with thy gracious benefits, 4 


y mir 


hus t] 
as b 


here? 


hou « 


TI looked on thy furniture fo fine , \ 
And made it fine to fne! 
Thy glorious houſhold-ſtuffe did me entwine, 
And *tice me unto thee. 
Such ſtarres T.counted mine : both heay'n and carth 
Payd me my wages ina world of mirth, 


What pleaſures could I want,yhoſe King I ſerved? * 

| Where joyes my tellows wel © 1 

Thus argu'd into hopes, my thoughts reſerved : —_ 

No ck for rief or feat. NIN 
þ- Therefore my ſudden foul caught ar fo place, i 

| And madcher youth and kiercenefle ſeck thy face. Pct les 


At furſt thou gav'it me milk and (weetneſfles; 


F was 
Pore 


F f | ct, fo 


Thou 


urn; 

I had my wiſh and way: ip 

My dayes were ſtraw'd with flow'rs and ha pineſle; Thus 
There was Sapient 1 but May} Thing 


But with my;yeares ſorrow did twiſt and grow, | | 
And made a partic unayvares for vo, My 


The Church. 


«1 began unto my ſoul in pain, 
4 pours 0 emeſis deave my bones z 
pnſuming agues dwell in{ cv'ry vein, 
And tune my breath to grones,. 
Sov was all my ſoul; I ſcarce beleeyed, » 
| 11! grief did tell me roundly, that I lived. 


2+ 


hen I got health;thou took'fi away my life, 
A And more; for my friends die: 
By micth and edge was loſt; a blunted knife 

3 Was of more uſe then T. 

F hus thinne and lean without a fence or friend, 
was blown through with ev'ry ſtorm and winde. 


WJ hereas my birth and ſpirit rather took = 
4 The way thar takes the tOWnz 
2 hou didk betray me to a lingring book, | 

* And wrap me in a gown. 

'F was entangled in the world of Rtrife, 

B-tforc I had the power to change my life. . 


et, for I threatned oft the ſiege 10 raiſe, 

F Not fimpring all mine age, 
» Whou often didt with Academick praiſe 

ex | Melt and diflolve my rage. 

$ :ook thy ſweerned pill,till I came neare; 

38 could nor go away, nor perſeverc. 

Pet lf perchance I ſhould too happie be 

j In my unhappineſle, 

F wning my purge to food,thou-throwelt me 
8 Into more ſickneſſes. 
al I hus doth thy power croſſe-bias me,not making 

"W'tunc own erft good, yer me from my wayes takings 


My 


lj 40 '__ TheChurch, 


Now I am here, what thou wilt do with me 
None of my books will ſho 
I reade, and ſigh, and with I were a tree; | 
For ſure then T ſhould grow 
To fruit or ſhade: at Icaſt fome bird would truſt 
Her houthold'to me; and I thould be juſt. 


Yer,though thou rroubleſt me, T muſt be meck ; 
| In weakneſle muſt be Rout, 
Well, I will change the ſervice,and go ſeek 
| Some other. maſrer out. 
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Ah my dex: God! chuugh Iam clean forgot, # 


Let mc nu. love thee, 1t I love thee nor. 


| — 


«| Repentance, 


Ord ,T confefle- my finne is great z 
Great,is my finne; Oh! gently treat 
With thy quick flow'r, thy momentanie bloom; . 
Whoſe life {till preſſing 
KH Ts. one adrian 5 
A ſteadic aiming at a tombe, 


Mans age 15 two hourcs work, or three: 
Each day doth round about us ſee. - 
'Thus are we to delights : bur we are all 
To ſorrows old, 
| It life be rold 
From whar life feelerth, Adams fall. 


O letthy height of mercie then 
Compaſlionate ſhort-breathed men, 
Cut me not off for my moſt foul transgrefſion « 
| ] do confelſe 
*: ji My tooliſhneſſe; 
My God accept of my confeſſion, 


Syy$etct 


> And 
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weeten At length this bitter bovyl, 
Vhich thou wh pour'd into my ſoul; (ther: 
yy wormwood turn to health, windes to fair wea- 
For if thou ſtay, | 
34 I and this day, 
=S As edi riſe, we dic together. 


When thou for ſinne rebukeſt man, 
Forthyvith he waxeth wo and wan: 
!ternefle fills our bowels ; all our hearts 
Pine, and decay, 
And drop away, 
And caryic with th:m th other parts« 


& But thou wilt finne and grief deftroy; 

8 Thatfo the broken bones may joy, 

Mod rune together in a-well-ſet ſong, 

I Full of his prailes, 

4 Who dead men ralcs. 

T Fractures well cur'd make us more ſtrong, 


bw, 


«| Faith. 
L,Ord, hovyv couldſt thou ſo much appeaſe 


3 ty wrath for finne, as when mans fight was dimme; 
©: could ſec lirtle, to regard his cale, 
I And bring by Faith all things to him? 


3 Hungrie I was, and had no meat: 
J <:« conceit a moſt delicious feaſt; 
I had ir ſtraight, and did as truly cat, 

As ever did a welcome gueſt. 


'\ "There is arare outlandiſh root, 
hich when I could not oet, I thought it here? 
_ at apprehenſion cur'd {o well my foot, 
That Ican walk to heay'n well neare. 


—_— — -— _ 
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. T owed thouſands and much more: 
1 did beleeyc'that I did nothing owe, 
And liv'd accordingly; my creditor 
7 Belceyes ſo too, and lets me go. 


Faith makes me any thing, or all 

"That I belecyec is 1n the ſacred ſtorie: 

And where finne placeth me in Adams fall, 
Faith ſets me higher in his glorie, 


If Tgo lower in the book, 
What can be lower then the common manger? BM 
Faith purs me there with him, who ſweetly took 
| Our ficth and frailtic, death and dinger. 
Tf blifle had licu inart or ſtrength, 
None bur the wiſe or ſtrong had gained :t:. 


Where now by Faith all arms are of a length; 
One {rzc doth all conditions fit. 


A pealant may belceye as muclt 


As a great Clerk, and reach.the higheſt ſtature. - 
"Thus doſt thou make proud knowledge bend & a0 3 


O 
While gracefills up uneven nfture. 


 Y.. 
8) 


When creatures had ne reall light 
Inherent'in them, thou didſt make the ſunne, 
Impute a luſtre, and allow them bright; 


And in this ſhw, what Chriſt hath done. 


That which betore was darkned clean 
With buſhie groves, pricking the lookers eie, 
Vaniſht away, when Faith did change the [cene: 

And then appear'd a glorious skie, 


What though my bodic runne to duſt? 


cleaves unto it, counting evr'y grain 


Faith 
O 
Wuh an exact and moſt particular truſt, 
Relerving all for fleſhagain, 


4 Lo 
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«q] Prayer. 
\ Rayer the Churches banquet, Angels age, 


Gods breath in manrerurning to his birth, 
3 The ſoul in paraphraſe, heart in pilgrimage, 
MW: Chriſtizn plummer ſounding heav'n and earth; 


Þ2in: againſt ch' Almightie, fianers towre, 
| Reverſed thunder, Chriſt-ſide-piercing/ ſpear, 
3 The ſx-duies world-tranipofing in an hourc, 
8 kinde of tune, which all things heare and fear; 
( 
L finellc, and Peace, and joy, and loye, and bliſle, 
A Exalted Manna, eladnefle of the beſt, © 
Ry Heaven in ordinarie, man well dreſt, 
*F ic milkie way, the bird of Paradiſe, 
'x ( bloud, 
Church-bels beyond the ſtarres heard, the ſouls 
The land of ſpices; ſomething underſtood. 
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7 . © The H, Communion. 
2A 1 ©: inrich furniture, or fine aray, 
Nor in a wedge of gold, 
Thou, who from me waſt ſold, | 
; To me doſt now thy ſelf convey; | 
Fc: {0 thou ſhould'ſt yvithour m2 ſtill have been, 
FE Leaving within mefinne; 


Put by the way of nouriſhment and ſtrenga 
Thou creep'ſt into my breait; 
Making thy way my reſt, 
And thy ſmall quantities my length; 
Vhich ſpread their forces into every part, 
Mecting finnes farce and art. 
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Yet can theſe not get over to my ſoul, 
+. Leaping the wallthatparts 
Out ſouls and fleſMly hearts; 
But as th' outworks, they may control! 
My rebcl-fleſh, and carrying chy name, 
d Afright both ſinne and ſhame. 


Onely thy grace, which with theſe elements comes, 
Knoweth the ready way, ; 

And hath the privie key, 
'ninz\the ſouls moſt ſubrile rooms; I 
While thoſe to ſpirits refin'd, at doore attend 8 ch. . 
Diſpatches from their friend. 4 


Give,me my captive {cul , or tike 
My bodie alſo thither. 

Another lift like this will make 
Them both to be together. 


Bcfore that finne turn'd fleth to ſtone, 
And all our lump to leaven; 

A fervent ſigh might well have blowh 
Our inngcent earth to heaven. * 


For ſure when Adam did not know 
To finne; or finne to (mother; 

Hc might to heav'n from Paradiſe go, 
As from one room Yanother. 


Thou hiſt reſtor'd us to this eaſe 3 An 
.  Bythis thy heay'nly bloud ; 
Which I can g0 to, when 1 pleaſe, 
And leave th! earth to their food. 


« Antiphoſ 


The Chnych. 


«T Antiphon. 


a a all thc world in ev'ry corner ſing, 
: My God and King. 


Vers. The heav'ns are not tov high, 
His praiſe may thither flie; 
The earth is not too low , 
His praiſes there may groyy, 


es, 
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Oo God . 


8c. Lect all the world 'in ev'ry corner ſins, —- 
My God and Kine. 


Vers. Thechurch withpſalms muſt ſhout 
No doore can keep them out: 
But above all, the heart 
Mult bear the longeſt part. 


I Cho, Let all the world in evry COrner ling, 
F My God and King. 


| EIT _—_— . — 


q Love. 


4 Pincral Love,authour of this great frame, 
4 Sprung from that beautie which can never fade; 
How hath man parcel'd out thy glorious name, 


4 And thrown it on that duſt which thou haſt made; 


as. 
Y 

o 
nd 


Wiule mortall love doth-all the title gain ! 
Which ſiding with invention, they together 
Bear all the [way , poſſcſſing heart and brain, 


('Uhy workmanſhip) and give thee ſhare in nc _— , 


611 ' TheChmuxch, 


Wit fancies beautic, beautie raiſeth yit : 
The world is theirs;they two play out the game PB 
Thou ſtanding by : and though thy lot a I 

Wrought our deliverance from th' infernall pit, 


Who ſings thy praiſe?onely a skarf or glove (f 
Doth warm our hands, and make them wris WB rack 


II. 


Mmortall Hear, O let Foy orcater flame A « 
Attra&rhe lefler to it : let thoſe fires, | Wil 
Which ſhall conſume the world,firlt makeIttan 

And kindle jn our hearts ſuch true deſires, « 


As may conſume our luſts , and make thee way. '0f 
Then ſhall our hearts pant theezrhen ſhall our bra Tt 
All her invention on thine Altar lay, | 

And there in hymnes ſend back thy fire again ; 


Our eies ſhall ſce thee, whichbefore ſay duſt ; t Str 
, Duſtblown by wit, till that they buth were blind T! 
T hou ſhalt recover all thy goods in kinde, $. | 


Who wert diſlezzed by uſurping luſt : hetl 
| etl 


All knees ſhall bow to thee; all wits ſhall riſe, obo | 
And praiſe him who did make and mend ous cit, ll T 


« The Temper, 


Ow ſhould I praiſe thee, Lord ! how ſhould fy Tt « 

; £ Gladly engrave thy loye in ſtcel, (rymn*n V 
It what my ſoul doth feel ſometimes, I 

My foul might eyer feel! t 
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ovgh there were ſome fourtie heav'nsor more, 
an; comctimes 1 pecre above them all ; 

51 Sometimes I hardly reach a ſcore, 

Sometimes to hell I fall, 


( 


Tit rack me not to ſuch a vaſt extent ; 
Thoſe diſtances belong to thee : 
The world's too little for thy tent, 
* A grayc t00 big for me. 


\|t thou mcet arms with man, that thou doſt ſtretcle 
A crumme of duſt from heav'n to hell? 
Will great God meafure with a wretch?- —- 


Shall he thy ſtature ſpell ? 


let me, when thy roof my ſoul hath hid, 
O ict me rooſt and neſtle there: 
brul Then of a ſinner thou art rid , 
And I of hope and fear, 
ct take thy way ; for ſure thy ways beſt: 
IF >tretch or contra@& me thy poore debter: 
WS This is bur tuning of my breaſt, 
| To make the mulick better. 


hether T flie with angels, fall with duſt, 
Thy hands made both,and I am there: 
Thy power and love, my love and truft 
Make one place ev'ry where, 
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. q The Temper. 

T cannot be. Where is that mighrie joy, 
Which juſt now took up all my heart? 
Lord, if thou mult needs uſe thy dart, 

ave that , and me; or fin for both deſtroy, 


ms 


The 
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The groſser world ſtands to thy word and art, 
But thy diviner world of grace 
Thou (uddenly doſt raiſe andrace, 

And ey'ry day a neyy Creatour art. 


O fix thy chair of grace, that all my powets 
May alſo fix their reverence: . 
For when thou doſt depart from hence, 

They grow unruly, and fit in thy bowers 


Scatter, or binde them all to bend to thee: 
Though elements change, and heaven mor, 
Let not thy hizher Court remove, 

But keep a ſtanding Majeſtic in me. 


— 


< Jordan. 


LY Ho ſayes that fiQtions onely and falle har 

Become a yerſc?-1s there in truth no beau 

Is all good ſtrufture in a winding ſtair? 

May no lines paſſe, except they do their dure 
No: x0 a true, but painted chair? 


Is it no verſe, except enchanted groves | 
5 | W 
And ſudden arbo!us ſhadow courſe-ſpunne lines } 
Muſt purling ſtreams refreſh a lovers loves? | 
Muſt all be yail'd, while he that reades, divin%s 
+ Catchinz the ſenſe at two removes? 


Shepherds are honeſt people; let them ſing: 
Riddle who liſt, forme, and pull for Prime: 
1 envie ng mans nightingale or ſpring; 

Nor let them punuſh me with lofle of rymes 


Whoflainly ſay, My God. My King. 
«7 Emplo 


The Church. 
« Employment, 


FF as a flowre doth ſpread and die, 
L Thou wouldſt extend me to ſume good, 


ore I were by froſts extremitie 
Nipt in the bud; 


he ſweernefſe and the praiſe were thine; 
But the extenſion and the room, 
ich in thy garland I ſhould fill, were mine 
At thy great duom. + 


For as thou doſt impart thy grace, 
he greater ſhall our glorie c 


ze meaſure of our joyes iS in this place, 
The ſtaſh with thee. 


Lee menot languiſh then, and ſpend 

A life as barren to thy praiſe, 

ts the duſt, rowhich 7 19 life doth tend, 
Butwith delaies. 


All rings are buſie; onely I 
Neither bring hony with the bees, 


or flowres to make that, nor the husbandrie 
Towater theſe. 


I am no link of thy great chain, 

Bur all my comparue 15 a weed. | 

rd place me jn thy conſort; give one ſtrain . 
MN Tomy pooxe xccd. 


— — _ 


GC .' © The 
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« The H. Scriptures, I. 


H Book! infinite {weetneſle! let my heart 
Suck ey'ry letter, and a hony gain, 
Precious for any grief in any part; 
Tocleare the breaſt, to mollitie all pain. 


"Thou artall health, health thriving, till it make 
A full e:ernitie : thou art a maſle 
Of ſtrange delights,vvhere we may wiſh & 
Ladies, look here ; this is the thankfull glaſse, 


That mends the lookers eyes: this is the well * 
That waſhes what it ſhows. Who can ine 
Thy praiſe zoo much? thou art heav'ns L 

Working againſt the ſtates of death and hell. (h 


Thou art joyes hand(ell;heavy'n lies flat inde 


Subje& to ev'ry mounters bended knes, 


I I. 


H that T kneyy hoyy all thy lights combine, | 


Andrthe configurations of their glorie! 


Seein2 nor onely how cach doth ſhunt 
But all the nts of Foy bing | 


This verſe marks thas, and both do niake a motidl 
Unto a third, thatten leaves off doth lie: 
|. Thenas diſperſed herbs do watch a poti 
Theſe three naake up ſome Chyiſtians deſtinie: 


o 
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1 are thy ſecrets, which my life makes good, 

* And comments on thee: for in ey'ry 

Thy words do finde me out, & pirallels feings 
1in another make me underſtood. 


Starres are poore books,8& oftentimes do miſe: 
This book of Rarres lights to erernall bliſse. 


|= —— _ ee ence Om 


« Whicſunday. 


Iſten ſweet Doye unto my ſong, 
| And ſpread thy golden wings in me; 
latching my tender heart ſo long, 
Il it get wing, and flie away with thee. 


Where 1s that fire which once deſcended 
Dn thy Apoſtles? thou didſt then 
Keep _ houſe, richly attended, 
ailing all comers by twelve choſen men. 


uch glorious gifts thou didſt beſtow, 

That th' carth did like a heav'n appeare; 

The ſtarres were coming down to knov 
they might mend their wages, and ſerve here. 


The ſunne, which once did ſhine alone, 
Hung down his head, and witht for night, 
When he beheld twelve ſunnes for one 
ding about the yarld, and givin light. 


Bur fince thoſe pipes of gold, which brought 
That cordiall water to our ground, 
Were cut and martyr'd by the fault | 
f thoſe, who did themſelves through rheir fide wound 


C 2 Thou 


52 The Church, 

Thou ſhutt'ſt the doorezand keep'ſt within, 

| Scarce a good joy creeps through the chink: 
Andif the braves of conqu'ring fume 


Bid not excxte thee, we ſhould wholly ſink. 


Lord,though we change,thou art the ſame ; 
- "The ſame Freet God of love and light: 
Reftore this day, for thy gfeat name, | 
Linto his ancient and miraculous right. 


Ml * —— CE ec 
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& / Grace. 


Y ſtock lies dead, and no increaſe 
Doth my dull husbandrie improve: 
O let thy graces' without ceaſe | 
Drop from aboye! 


If ſtill che ſunne ſhould hide his face, 

Thy houſe would buy a dungeon proye, 

"Thy works nights 14, cath : O let grace 
| rop from aboye! 


The/dew doth ey'ry morning fall ; 
And ſhall the dew out-ſtrip thy dove? 
The dew,for which grafſe cannot call; 

| Drop from abovc- 


Death is till: working like a mole, 
And digs my grave at each remove: 
Let grace work too, and on my ſoul 

| Drop from above. 


_ Sinne 15 ſtill hammering my heart 
Lnto #7 hardneſl:, void cf love: 


Let ſuppling grace, to crofle his arr, 
Drop from above, 


The Church. 


come! for thou doſt know the way. 
#'ro me thou Wilt not move, 


move me, yhere I need not ſay, 
Drop from above. 


Praiſe. 
O write a verſe or rwo\zis all the praiſe, 
Thar I can raiſc: 
Mcnd my eſtate in any wayes, 
T hou ſhalt have more. 


$£0 to Church; help me to wings, and I 
Will thither flic ; 

Or,1f I mount unto the skic, 
] will do more. 


an is all weaknefle; there is no ſuch thing 
As Prince or King : 
His arm is ſhort ; yet with a ſling 
Hc may do more, 


n herb deſtull'd,and drunk,may dwell next doore, 
On the ſame ££50re, 
To a brave ſoul: Exalt the poore, 
They can do more. 
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"V tziſe me then! poore bees, that work all day, 

i Sting my delay, 

Whe have a work, as well as they, 
And much,much more. 


o Affliction. 


Ill me not ev'ry day 

hou Lord of life ; ſince thy one death for me > 
Is more then all my deaths can be, 
ug I in broken pay 


le over each houre-of Mechlalons ſtay. if 
QC 3 


. ma 
: 


| If all mens tears were 
Into one common ſewer ſea, and brine; 
What were they all, compar'd tothin 
Wherein if they were 
They would diſcolour thy moſt bloudy ſweat, 


| Thouart my grief alon, 
Thou Lotd conceal it not : and as thou art 
All my delight, ſo all my ſmart: 
| Thy crofle took up in 4 
By way of impreft, all my future mone, 


[ . = 
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« Mattens. . 
Cannot ope mine eyes, 


But thou art ready there to'catch i 
My 2 ahh, Ap3d and (acrifice.: *F 


Then ye mult needs for that day mike 2match. 


My God, what is a heart? 
Silver,or gold, or precious ſtone, 
Or itarre, or rainboyv, or a part 


Of all theſe things, or all of them1n one? L 


| My God, what 1s a heart, M4 
\ That thou ſhouldſt ic ſo eye, and WOoes 
Powrcing upon it all thy art, 

As if that thou hadſt nothing els ro do? 


But ! 


Indeed mans whole eſtate For 1 


Amounts (an&yichly) to ſerve thee: 
He did gotheay'n and earth create, 
Yer ftudics them, not him by whom they be- 


Teach me thy love to know 3 
That this new light,ywhich now I ſee, 
May both the work and workman ſhow: 
Then by a ſunne-beam I will climbe to ar | 


But 


The Charch, 


k 
« Sinne. 

) thy 

re That I could a finne once ſee! 

We paint the devil foul, yet he 

; Hath ſome o odin himll agrec. 
lon, BHS; anc is flat oppoſite torh' Almighty, ſeeing 
t wants the good of yertue, and of being. 


in 08 But God more care of us hath had: 
| If apparitions make us ſad , 
By he of ſinne we ſhould grovy mad. 
Yct as 1n {Icep we fee foul death, and live : 
$0 devils are our finnes un. perſpeave. 


= — — CE —— 
, «| Even-ſong. 

ln, | be the God of love, 

Who gave me eyes, and light, and power this day, 


( Both to be bnhfie , and to play. 
' But much more bleſt be God aboye, 


Who gave me ſight alone, 
Which to himſelf he did denie : 
» For when he ſces my waies, I dy: 
29 Put I have got his ſonne, and he hath nope. 


: | What have I brought thee home 
ug For this thy love 7 have I diſcharg'd the debr, 
Which this dayes favour did beget? 
I ranne;bur al I brought, vas tonic. 


Thy dier, care,and colt 
Do end in bubbles; balls of winde; 
Of winde to thee whom I have crolt, 
But balls of ilde-fire to my troubled minde. 
7 C 4 Yet 
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Yet {till thou goeſt on, 

And noy with darkneſſe cloſeſt wearie eyes, 

' Sayingto man, It doth ſuffice; 
Henceforth repoſe; your work is dou. 


Thus in thy Ebony box d tru 
Thoudokſt incloſe us, till the day F 

Put our amendment in our way, 

And give ney wheels ro our diſorder'd clocks, 


I muſe, which ſhows more lon; cruny 
'T he day or night : that is the gale, this th'harbou, WE ©? 
' *Tharis the walk, and this tne arbow; ; hat th 

+ Orthatthe garden, this the grove. XZ 


My God, thou art all love. WY 
Not one poorc 4B hy breaks { Wee 
| But brings a fayour trom above; 
And inthis loye, more then in bed, I reſt. "to 


— | | —_——_—_—_— er \ TR 
q Church-monuments. Kh.; 
WAY Hi that my ſcul repairs to her deyotion, || 
H 


ere I intombe my fleſh, that it berimies 3 om{ 
May take acquaintance of this heap of duſt; | 
Towhich the blaſt of deaths inceflant motion, 
Fed with the exhalation of our crimes, 


Drives all at laſt. Therefore 1 gladly truſt 


My bodie to this ſchool, that it may learn 
To ſpell his elements, and finde his birch ' Ky 
Written induſtic heraldrie and lines; 

Which diſſolution ſure doth beſt diſcern, 
Comparing duſt with duſt, and earth yah earth. 
Thele laugh at Ieat, and Marble put for ſignes, 


Put if 
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» ſever the good fellowihip cf duſt, 

id ſpoil the meeting. What ſhall point out them, 

hen they ſhall bow, and kneel, and fall down flat 

> kiſle thoſe heaps, wluch now they have in truſt? 

re fleſh, while I do pray, learn here thy ſtemme 
1 true deſcent; that when thou ſhalt grow fat, 


dyanton in thy cravings, thou mayit know, 
hat fleſh is but the glaſſe, whuch holds the duſt 
hat meaſures all our time; which alſo ſhall 
crumbled into duſt. Mark here beloyv 
ow tame theſe aſhes are, how free from luſt, 


hat thou mayſt fit thy ſelf againſt thy fall. 


Church:muſick: TR 


Weeteſt of ſweets, I thank you: when diſpleaſure 


+ Did through my bodie wound my minde,, 
*Jou took me thence, and in your houſe of plcalure 
hg A daintic lodging me afſign'd. 


ow I :n you without a bodie move, 
Riling and falling with your wings : 
Fc doth together ſweetly live and love, 


| Yer ſay ſometimes, God help poore Kings. 


s 
; omfort, 'Tle die; for if you poſte from me, 

| ,oure I ſhall do ſo, and much more: 
Pt if Iravell in your companie, | 
You knoyy the way to heavens doore. 


q Church-lockand key. 
Know it is my finne, which locks thine eares, 
And bindes thy hands, 
ut-crying my requeſts, drowning my tears; 
Ur elſe the chilneſl of my faint demands. 
To , "Fr Q'9 Bur 


58 The Church. 
Bur as cold hands are angie with the fire, 
| And mend it ſtill; 


Sol do lay the want of my delire, Ord 
Not on my finnes, or coldnefle, butthy will, 


Yet hearc; O God, onely for his blouds ſake - 

| Which pleads for me: 

For though ſinnes plead too,yet like ſtones they my 

His blouds feet current much more loud tobe. ut Wh 


et in tl 


ab _ — ——_—_—_c__—_ hc 0 


« The Church-floore, 


Ark you the floore?that ſquare & ſpeckled ſt z | 
M | Which looks ſo firm and ſtrong eng 
Is Patience: MM fron 


And ch'other black and grave, wherewith cacl} one I - 
Is checker'd all along, 4 
Humilitie : 


'T he gentle riſing, which on either hand 
| Leadsto the Quire aboye, 
Is Confidence ? 


But the ſyveet cement , which in one ſure band : p 
0 Ties the whole frame, 15 Love Þ : 
And Charitie. !: 


Hither ſometimes Sinne ſeals, and Rains 
The marbles neat and curious veins ; 
Bur all is cleanſed when the marble Weeps. 


Sometimes Death, ufhne at the doore, Aru 


£10 Blows all the duſt about the flooxe: 
yY But nh ink tO ſpoil the room, he ſweeps. 
leſt be the ArchiteF, whoſe art 


Could build ſo ſtrong in a weak heart. 


« Tit 
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Ord, how can man preach thy eternall yyord ? 
He is a brittle crazie glaſle : 
ct in thy temple thou doſt him aftord ' 
: This glorious and tranſcendent place, 
To be a window, through thy grace. 


ut when thou doſt anneal inglaſle thy ſtorie, 
Making thy life to ſhine within 

he holy Preachersz then the light and glorie 
More rev'rend grows, & more doth wing 
Which elſe ſhows ywatriſh,bleak, & thin. 


ra *WDo(trine and life, col ours and light, in one © © 


'vy When they combine and mingle , bring 
2D ſtrong regard and aw: but ſpeechalone | 
ne E: Doth vaniſh like a flaring thing, 


And in the eare, not conſcience ring. 


© Trinitie Sunday. . 


Ord, who haſt form'd me out of mud, 
And haſt redeem'd me through thy blouJ, 
And ſanQifi'd me to do good ; * : 


ge all my finnes done hexctofore: 
For I confefle my heavie ſcore, 
And I will ftrive to ſfinne no more. 


Encich my heart, mouth, hands in me , 
With faith, with hope, with charities | 
That 1 may rune; riſe, reſt with thee. . 


4 Cor- 
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«© Content. 


PE mutr'ring thoughts,and do not grudge toly 
Wirhin the walls of your own breaf: * 

Who cannot on his own bed (weetly {leep, 

| Can on anothers hardly reſt. 


Gad not abroad at ey'ry queſt and call 
!Of an untrained hope or paſſion, 
To court cach place or fortune that doth fall, 
Is wantonneſle 1n contemplation, 


Mark how'the fire in flints doth quict lie, 2 
| Content and warm t it ſelt alone: | 

But when it would appeare t6 others eye, ; 
| Without a knock it never ſhone. 


Give me the pliant minde, whoſe genre meaſure 


|Complies and ſuits with all eſtates 
Which can ler looſe to a\crown, and yet with pleaur 
Take up within a cloiſters gates. 


This ſoul doth {pan the world, and hang content 


DB From cither pole unto the centre : 
Where in each room of the well-furniſht tent 


He lies warm, and without adventure. | 


The brags of life are but a nine daycs wonder; 


| | And afterdeath the fumes that ſpring 
From private bodies, make as big a thunder, 


' As thoſe whichriſe from a huge King: 


Onely thy Chronicle is loſt; and yet 


| Better by worms be all once ſpent 
Then to have hellich moths ill gnaw and 204 7 


. Thy name 1n books, Which may not rent: 
| Whe! 
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hen all chy deeds, whoſe brunt thou feel'ſt alone, 
Are chaw'd by others pens and tongue; 
2s their wit is, their digeſtion, | 
Thy nouriſht fame is weak or ſtrong, 


hen ceaſe diſcourſing ſoul, till thine own ground, 
Do not thy ſelf or friends 1mporrune. 


We that by ſeeking harh himſelf once found , 
Hath cuer found a happie fortune, 


«© The Quiddirie. 
Y God, a verle is not a croyvn, 
No point of honour, or gay ſuit, 
o hawk, or banquet, or renown, 
or a good ſword, nor yet a lute : 


WJ cannot yault, or dance, or play; 
t never was 1n France or Spain; 
or can it entertain the day 
ith a great ſtable or demain: 


t 15 no office, art, or news, 
£8or the Exchange, or bufie Hall; 
But it is that whuch while I uſe 
am with thee, and Moſt take all. 
% 


© Humijjitie. 


Saw the Vertues ſitting hand in hand 
Inſey'rall ranks upon an azare throne, 


Where all the beaſts and fowls by their command 
I Preſented rokens of ſubmiſſion. 
Humilitie, who ſat the loweſt there | 
To execute their call, 
When by the beaſts the preſents tendred vere » 
_ Gavethemabourto rar 


” 
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The angrie Lion did preſent his paw, when 
Which by conſeat was giv'n to Manſuetude, 
T he fearfull Hare her cares, which by their law - Fine cl 
Humiitic did reach to Fortitude, 18 
'The jealobs Turkie brought his corall-chain; | 
| That went ro Temper 
Ou Juſtice was beftow'd the Foxes brain, Wa wi 
Kill'd in the way by chav? 
At length the Crow bringing the Peacocks plume, 2 Lool 
( For he would nor) as they bcheld the grace © FO 
Of that brave gift, each one began ro fume, ;4 "SING 
And challenge it, as proper to hus place, ” wii 
Till they fell out: which when the beaſts eſpied, 7 
They leapt upon the throng 
And if the Fox had liv'd to rale their fide, S: 
| T hey had depos'd eachone, 8 


EOnme 
| 4 
Humilitie, who held the plume; at this is 
Did vveep ſo faſt, that the tears trickling down 
Spoil'd all the train: then ſaying, Here it is ' 
For which ye wrangle, made them turn their frown K 
Againſt the beafts: ſo joyntly bandying, L. 
They drive them ſoon aw], 
And then amerc'd chem, double gifts ro bring « 
At the next Seffion-day- Me tha 


(1 AVER 11 0 | : oGe 
T Fraltie. | 
| rms In my filence how do I deſpiſe 


What upon truſt 
Is ityled honour, riches, or "3 ava 
But 1s fair du/#! 
> Snimapan them her /arpr- 
Jeare earth, fine graſſe or hay; 
In all, 1 think my foot doth ever hs | . 


Upon their head? 


577A 


-_ 

= 
, 

: 
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when [ view abroad both Regiments; 
The worlds, and thine: 
ne clad with fimplenefle, and fad eyents; 
The other fine, 
Full of glorie and gay weeds, 

Brave language, braver decds: 
Mc which was duſt betore, doth quickly riſe, 
A And prick mine eyes. 


' *Y brook nor this, leſt if what even now 
S My foot did tread, 
Mont thoſe joyes, wherewith thou didſt endow, 
YH And long ſince wed 
_m_ My poore {oul, ev'n lick of love: 
A It may a Babel prove 
ne, ommodious tq conquer heay'n and thee 


Planted in me. 


«| Coaſtancie. 


I Who is the honeſt man? 
, $ , e that doth Rill and ftrongl good purſue, 
= \ God, his neighbour, and himſelf moſt crue: 
| | Whom neither force nor fawning can 
£3 pinne, or wrench from giving alltheir due. 
A Whoſe honeſtie is not 
2 looſe or eaſe, that a ruffling winde 
an blow away, or gornring ook 1t blinde: 


Who rides his ſure and eyen trot, 


hile the world now rides by, now lags behinde. 
Whe 


64 | The Church. 
Who, when great trials come, 
Nor ſeeks, nor ſhunnes them; but doth calmly i 
Till he the thing and the example weigh: 
All being brought into a ſumme, 
What-place or perſon calls for, he doth pay. 


Whom none can work or woo 
Touſe in any thing a trick or ſl:1ghr, 
For aboye all things he abho:res deceit; 
His vvords and works :nd taſhion too 
All of apiece, andall are cleare 3nd Rtraight, 


Who never mclts or thaws 
At cloſe tentations: when the day 18 done, 
Hfs goodnefle ſets not, bur in dark can runne: 
'The ſunne to others writeth I:ws, 
And is their vertue; Vertue is his Sunne. 


' Who, whenheis to treat +» 
« With fick folks, women, thoſe whom paſſions wy 
Allows for that, and keeps his conſtant way: 
Whom others faulrs do not defeat; 

But though men fail him, yer his part doth play. 
Whom nothing can procure, ; 
When the wide world runnes bias, from his will Þ 
Towrithe his limbes, and ſhare, not mend theill. 7 

This is the Mark-man, ſafe and ſure, | 2 


Who ſtill is right, and prayes to be ſo ſtil. 
Mn mm m—mr—_— 
« . Afﬀliiction. | 
| MI: heart did heave, and there came forth,O Gl : 


By'thatI knevy that thou waſt in the grief; 
To guide and govern it to my relief, 


| Foaming (cepter of the rod: 


| ; Hadlit thou not had thy part 
Sure the unruly Gigh had broke bh art. 
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1:e thy breath gave me both life and ſhape, 
q i how my tallies; and when — 
ch breath to a ſigh, what's then behinde? 
Or if ſome yeares with it eſcape, 
The ſigh then onely is 
ale 0 bring me ſooner to my blifle, 


y life 0n-earth was grief, and thou art ſtill 
ſtant unto it, making it to be 
vint of honour, now to grieve 1n me, 
And in thy members ſuffer il]. 
They who lament one croſle, 
ou dying dayly, praiſe thee to thy loſle. 


- 
Mu. ——_——— 
L—— — — 


C The Starre. 
1" IP Right ſpark, ſhot from a brighter place, 


J\Where beams ſurround my Saviours face, 
Canſt thou be any where 
So well as there? 


t, if thou wilt from thence depart, 
Take a bad lodging in my heart; 
For thou canſt make a debrer, 
And make itberter. : 


with thy fire-ywork burn to duſt 
Folly, and worſe then folly, luſt: 
Thenwith thy light refine, 
And make tt ſhine: 


Jo dengag'd from finne and fickneſle, 
3 Touch it with thy celeſtiall quickneſle, 
That it may hang and move , 
After thy love, 


66. The Ghwtb. 


Then with our trinitie of light, 
Motion, and heat, ler's take our fliph; 
Unto the place where theu 
Before didſt bow, * 


Get me a ſtanding there, and place 
Among the beams, which crown the face 
Of lum, who dy'd to part 
Sinneand my heart; 


T hat fo among the reſt I may 
Glitter, and curle, and winde as, they: 
T hat wwiding is their faſhion 
Of adoxanun, 


Sure thou wilt joy, by aining me 
To flie home like eeFpke 

: Unto that hive of beams 

And garland-ſtreams, 


— 


, « Sunday. 


| O) Day moſt calm, mot bright, 
The fruit of thin the next worlds arg 
Tit indorſement of ſupreme delight, 
Writ by a friend, and with his bloud; 
Thc couch of tine; cares balm and bay: 
The week were dark, but for thy light: 


| Thy torch doth thoy the way. 
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The other dayes and thoy 
e up one man; whoſe face thou art, 
vcking at heaven with thy broyy: 
worky-daies are the back-part; 
> burden of the yeek hes there, 
ing the whole to ſtoup and bow, 
T ill thy releaſe appeare, 


Man h1d ſtraight forward gone 
pendlefle death : bur thou doſt oul] 
dturn us round to look on one, 

hom, if we yvere not very dull, 

e could not chooſe but look on ſtill; 
ce there is no place ſo alone, 


The which he goth not fill. 


; Sundaies the pillars are, 
Dn which heay'ns palace arched lies: 
IF he orher dayes fill up the ſparc 
d hollow room with yanities, 
hey are the frujrfull beds and borders | 
92 Gods rich garden ; that 1s bare, 
d Which parts their rauks and orders. 


The Sundaies of mans life, 
hredded together on times ſtring, 
Flake bracelers to adorn the wife 
BOf the eternall glorious _ 
JF On Sunday heayens gate ſtands ope; 
YZ Bleſſings are plentifull andrife, 
| More plentifull then hope. 
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This day my Saviour roſe, 
And did incloſe this light for his: 
That, as/each beaft his manger knows, 
Man might not of his fodder milse. 
Chriſt hath took in this piece of ground, 
And made a garden there for thole 

'Who want herbs for their wound. 


The reſt of our Creation j g diooe 

Our great Redeemer did remove | I 46 
With the lame ſhake, which at his paſſion Yen fo 
Did el carth and all things with it move. Fl Nay, 
As Samſpn bore the doores away, R$ Have 
Clxifts hand?, though nail'd, wrought our alvatio FF hou 3 
| And did unlunge tharday. 


| Ph An4 
The brightneſse of that day Þ> 


We ſullicd by ow: foul offence: 
Wherefore that-robe we caſt away, 
Having a new at his expence, 

Whoſe drops of bloud paid the full price, 
; Thatwasrequir'd to make us gay, 

And fit for Paradiſe. 


Thou art aday of mirth: 
And where the week-dayes trail on ground, 
Thy flight is her, as thy birth, 
let me fake thee at the bound, 
Leaping with thee from ſev'n to ſev'n, 
Till that we both, being tols'd from earth, 
Flic hand in hand to heay'n! hy 


R 1 
« Avarice. 
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« Avarice. 


Oney,thou bane of bliſſe,& ſourſe of wo, (fine? 
Whence coſt thou,that thou art ſo freſh and 
' Lnory thy parcntoge is baſe and low x 
tt 12e poore and dirtic ina mine, 
-ly (1:94 d1dſt fo litthe contribute 
To this great kingdome,yvhich thou now haſt gor, 
& Tha hc was fain, vwhen thou vert deftirare, 
FiFo digge thee our of thy dark cave and grot: 


en forcing thee, by fire he made thee bright; __ 
Nay,thou h:| got the face of man; for we 
Have with our {t1mp and ſeal transferr'd our right; 


hou art the min, and man bur drofle to thee. 


Man calleth thee his wealth, who made thee rich; 
An4 while he digs out thee, falls in the ditch, 


— _ - c—— _— 
| Many 
4na- 3 ARMY $ gran. 


Ow well her name an Army doth preſent, 
In whom the Lord of hoſts did pitch his tenv 


- 
—_——— —_—_——— In 
** 


——_— a. 
_—— —_— 
d ———— 


« Toall Angels and Saints. 


H glorious ſpirits,yho after. all your bands 
Sce the ſmooth face of God, without a frown 
Or ftri& commands 3 
here ev'ry one is king, and hath his crown, 
Kt aot upon his head , yer in hus hands: Not 


> 


VS ] 
Not out of cnvie or maliciouſneſle " \ is be 
Do I forbear to crave your ſpeciall aid: 

| I would addrefile \ blow: 
My vows to thee moſt gladly, bleſicd Maid, 
And Mother of my Godin my diltrefle. s his 0 


Thou art the holy mine, whence came the gold, Wien 
The great reſtorative for all decay E: 

| In young and old; un'd 
Thou art the cabinet where the jewell lay: | 
Chiefly to thee would I my ſoul unfold: d by t 


But now (alas!) I dare not; for our King, W- 15 * 
Whom we do all joyntly adore and praie, 

| Bids no ſuch thing: 
And wherc his pleaſure no injunRiion layes, 
("Tis yaur own caſe) ye never move a wing; 


ſunn 
Warch 1 
To | Dh that 

All worſhip is prerogative, and a flower 


Of his nich crown,from whom lyes no appeal en { 
Art the laſt houre: 


Therefore ve dare not from his garland ſeal, ; zme 1 
To make a police for inferiour power. | 


Yu we 
Although then others court you, if ye know , Þ 
Whar's done on earth, we (hall not fare the worl, Fefore 


| | Who do not fo ; ww. 
Since we are ever ready to disburſe, FI nl] 


If any one our Maſters hand can ſhow. 


” O———— 


ke] a — 
© Employment. 
E that is weary, let him fit. 
And trade in Freon yum | ”_ 
| Told fomplexons necding is 


| | X07) 
\ is A. , but a quick coal *© 
Of morreall fire: 
\ blows it not, nor doth controll 
- A fainr defire, 


« his own aſhes choke his ſoul, 


14, {When th' clements did for place conteſt 
With him, whoſe will 
in'd the higheſt co be beſt; 
The earth ſat ſtill, 


Wd by the others 1s oppreſt. 


W: is a bufineſſe, not good cheer ; 

7 Ever 1n warres. 
ſunne ſill ſhinerh there or here, * 

, Whereas the ſarres 

Warch an advantage to appearc. 


bz i that I were an Orenge-tree, 
Thar bukie plant! 


en ſhould I ever laden be, 
And never want 


; pme fruit for him that drefled mic. 


Ju we are ſtill roo young or old ; 
; The man is gone 5 
oJ F fore we do our warcs unfold: 
l So we freeze on, 
{&Þ ntl the grave increaſe our cold, 


_ — A—— oc nc nn ern HEIRS PETR 
«© Demall. 
Hen my devotions could not pierce 
Thy fitent cares; 


zen was my heart broken,as was my verle: 


My breaſt yas full of fears 
Fi And diſorder: My 


” | The Church, 


My bent thoughts, like a brittle BW 
Did flie aſunler; | 
Each took his way; ſome would to pleaſureggy, 
\ |- Some to the warres and thunder 
Of alarms, | 


As goud go any where, they ſay, 
As to benumme | 
Both knees and hearr, in crying nighr and day, 
Come, come, my God, O come, 
Bur no hearing, 


O that thou ſhouldſt give duſt a tongue 
Ts crie to thee, 
And then not heare it crying! all day long 
My heart was 1n my knee , 
But no hearing- 


Therefore my ſoul lay out of Mgt 
Untun'd, uhitrung; 


My feeble ſpirit , unable to look right, 
| Like a nipt bloflome, hung 
Difontentcd. 


Ocheer and tune my heartlcſle breaſt, 
Me all Deferre no "—_ 
at 19 tny tavours granting my reque!t, 
They and ny minde may chime, 
And mend my ryme. 


« Chriſtmas. 
A Llafter pleaſures as I rid one day, 
My horſe and 1, both tir'd,bodic and mus 


With full crie of afteRions, quite aſtray; 
| T took vpn the aca inne I could finde: 


W _— <0 
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+ when I came, whom found I but my deare, 
My deareſt Lord, expeRing till the grief 
Of pleaſures brought me to him, readie rhere 
ee all "allengers moſt ſweerrelict ? DN TY 


jou, whoſe glorious, yet contraQted lighr, 
Wrapt in nights mantle, ftole into a manger; 
Since my dark ſoul and brutiſh is thy right, 
Man of all beaſts be noc thou a ſtranger: 


Furniſh 8 deck my ſoul, that choumayſt have 
A berter lodging, then a rack, or grave, 


e ſhepherds fing; and ſhall T filent be ? 
My God, no hymne for thee? 
y ſoul's a ſhepherd roo; a flock it feeds 
Of thoughts, and words, and deeds! 
e paſture 18 thy word: the ſtreams, thy grace 
Enriching all the place. 
tepherd and flock ſhall fing, and all my powers 
Our-fing rhe day-light houres. 
hen we will chide the ſunne for letting nighc 
Take up lus place and right: 
cling one common Lord; wherefore he ſhould 
Himſelf the candlc hold. 
will go ſearching, nll I finde a ſunne 
| Shall Ray, till vwe have done; 
L willing ſhiner, that ſhall ſhine as gladly, | 
As froſt-nipt ſunnes look ſadly. 
hen we will ſing, and ſhine all our oven day) 


| And one another pay: $3 
's beams ſhall cheer my breaſt, and both ſo twine, 


wev'n his beams Gng, and my muick ſlune. 
D 4 Un- 


oh The Charth, 
«< Ungratcfulneſſe. 


Ord, with what bountie and rare clemencie 


Hiſt thou redeem'd ns from the grave ! 


 _ If thou hadſtlet us runne, 
Gladly had man ador'd the ſunne, 
Fl And thought his god moſt braves 
Where novy we ſhall be better gods then he. 


Thou haſt but two rare cabincts full of treaſure, 
| The T'rinitie, and Incarnation: 
Thou haſt unlockt them borh, 
And made them jewels to betroth 
. [The workof thy creation 
Untothy (clt in everlaſting pleaſure, 


The Katelier cabinet is the T7injrie, 
7 Whoſe ſparkling light accefle denies: 
Therefore thou doſt not ſhow 
T his fully to us, till death blow 
The duſt into our eyes: 
For by that powder thou wilt make us ſec. 


\| Burall thy ſrecets are packt up inthe other; 


Thy mercies thither flok and flow: 


* Thartas the raig ks me 
This may allureus with delights; 
' Becauſe this box we know ; 
For-we have all of us juſt ſuch another. 


But man is cloſe, reſery'd, arid dark to thee : 
When thou demandeR bur a heart, 
He cavils inſtanely. 
In his poore cabinet of bone 
' - © Sinneshave their box apart, 
D-frauding thee, who gaveRt two for one. 


« Sight 


After 
But 0 
Andi 
Ther 


For vw 
] have 
Suckt 
Till i 
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© Sighs and Grones. 


O Do not uſe me 


Afrer my finnes | look nor on my defert, 

But oa thy glorie | then thon vile reformat 

And not refuſeme 7 for chow ofidly art * Try 

The migtitic God, bue I a lie worm; | 
_ braiſe me? 


Odo net urge me ! 
For what account can thy ill ſteward make? | ; | 
I have abus'd thy ſtack, deitrgy' oy dely _— 
Suckt all thy magazens: my headdid akeg- -- - -- |-- 
Till it found out how hr = 
Odo not ſcourge me ! } 


Odo not blinde me! 
Ihave deſerv'd that an Egyptian. Mou, © 
Should thicken al nay powers; pay luſt 
Hith till ſoww'd fig- ies to exclude vs 5; 71 
But I am frailtie, LM dex duſt; a _- 

Odo! not grinde me ! 


O do not fill me 
With the turn'd viall of thy bitrer wrath ! 
For thou hat other weſlelh fill of bloud, 
A part whereof tiy ShyzoMs einprrd hath, -* 
Ey'o unto death : 'fince Ne 4di'd Foe thy who \ 
Oqdonorkl me! 


But O reprieve me! 
ar thou haſt life and death at thy —__ 
Thou art both Judge and Saviour, f:aff and 10d; 
Undial{and Corrofuve: put not thy hand 
Into the bitter box; but O my God, 


_ - - 


uh 


My God, relieve mc! 
ol , D 2 
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7 he Church, + 


© The World. 


Ove built a ſtately houſe; where Fortune came, 
'S= And ſpinning phanſies, ſhe was heard to ſay 

T hag her fine cobwebs did (upport the frame, : 
Whereas they were haanied by the ſame: 
But Wi/dome qycigine them all away. 


< 


"Then Pleaſure came, who Wl not the faſlyon, 
Began to make Balcones, Terraces, 

Til ſhe had weakned all by alteration : 

But rev'rerid laws, and many a proclamation 
Reformed all at length with menaccs. 


'Then enter'd Sine, and with that Sycomore, 
Whoſe leaves firſt ſheltred 'man from drought & dey, 
Working and winding flily evermore, 
The inward walls and Sommers cleft and tore: 

But Grace ſhor'd theſe, and cut that as it grew. 


"Then Sinne combin'd with Death in a firm bayd 
'To raſe the building to the yery floore t + 
Which they eftc&d, none could them withſtand. 


. But Loveand Grace took Glorie by the hand, 
And builta brayer Palace then ' before. 


ws wot 


Colo 
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The Charch. 
Colofl. | 3. 3s 
Our life is hid with Chriſt iy God. 


MT words & thoughts do both expreflerhis notjort, 
That Life hath with the ſun a double motion. 

The, firſt ' 1s ſtraight, and our diurnall friend, 

The other Hid , and doth obliquely bend. 

One life is wrapt Jn fleſh, and tcnds to earth. 

The other winds towards Him,whoſe happic birth | 

Tweht me to- live: here {o, Thar ſtill one eye ' © 

Should aim and ſhoot at that which JF. on high : 

Quitting with daily labour all ay pleaſure, 

To| gam at harveſt an eternall Treaſare- 


5, 


© Vanitie. 


Tue fleet Aſtronomer can bore, 
And thred the ſpheres with his quick-piercing minde: 
He views their ſtations, walks from doore to doore, * 
Surveys, as if he had deſign'd 
Tomake a purchaſe there: he ſees ach dances, 
And knoweth long before, 
Both their full-ey'd aſpets, and ſecrer glances. 


The nimble Diver with his fide 1 
its through the working wayes, that he may fetch 4 
His dearcly-carned pearl, which God did hide | 
On purpoſe from the ventrous wretchs ; 
That he might ſave his life, and alſo hers, 
Who with exceflive pride 
Her own deſtruRtion and his danger Wears: 


D 3 T7 
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The Chyxrdh, 


The ſybtil Chymick can deve 
And tri P the creature naked, till he finde 
"The callow brpip les wkhbin their neft ; 
oe ts here þ e imparts to them his minde; 
Admitted to their bed-chawber, before _ .. 
They appeare-ttim andriref 
To ordinarie {uitonrs.at the dooxc, 


4 


What hath not man ſoughr out and found, 
But hs deaxe God? who yer his glorious law 
Emboſomesg in ns. mcltoywing the ground Yu the, 3 
' With ſhovvres andfrofts, with love & aw, 
So that we need not ſay, Where's thiscommand ? 
Poore man, thou ſearcheit round 


To finde out death, but miſleſt life at hand. 


—— 


C| Lent. - 
b F VÞ--orwmn deare feaſt of Lenr:who loves not ther 
He loves not Tempetanee, or Authorities * 


Butis compo$d of paſkon. 
The Scyiprures bid us faſ#; the Church fayes, vow: We 


Give to thy Mother,what thou would(t allow Yet 
To ev ry Corporation, 
The humble ſoul compos 'd of toye and fear = Wh 
Begins at home, and layes the burden there, Isn 
Hefaye When doArines difagree; A! 
efayes in thinks w h uſc hah july 20t 
I aw aſcandali'o the Church, 29d noe” Ma 
RTE (dk Church! is by to mc, 


1]ri 


-— 
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True Chriſtians ſhould ve $2 of an ooo 
aſe their temperance, lecking no evalion, | 
ml Whea good is ſcaſonable; 
| Unlefle Authoritie, which ſhould increaſe 
< The obligation in us , make it lefie, 
| And Power it (clf diſable, 


Befides the cleannefle of feet abſtinence, 

Quick thoughts and morions at a ſmall expenſe, 
A face not fearing light: 

Whereas in fnlnefle there are ſJutriſh fumes, 

Sowre exhalations, and diſhoneſt rheumes, 
Revenging the delight. 


| Then thoſe ſame pendant profits, which the ſpring 
IF AndEafter intimare, enlarge the thing, 
it And goodnefle cf the deed, 
on ought other mens abuſe of Lene 
poll the good uſe; left by that argument” : 
We forfeir.all our Creed. - 


hee, W 1r's true, we cannot reach Chriſts forti'th day 
" I Ycrtogo part of thar religious way, 
Is berter then to reſt; - 
We cannot reach our Savieurs purttie3 - 
Yetare we bid, Be holy ev'n as be. 
In both let's do our beit. 


Who goeth in the way which Chriſt hath gone, | 
Is much more fure to meet with him, then one 
That travelleth by-wayes; 
Perhaps my God, though he be farre before, 
May turn, and take me by the hand, and more 
May ſtrengthen my decayes. 
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Yet Lord inftru& us to improve our faſt 
By ſtarving ſinne and taking ſuch repaſt, 
As may our faults controll: 
That cv'ry man may revell at his doore, 
Not in his parlour; banquerting the poore, 


And among thoſe his ſoul. 


« Vertue. 


Qieet day,ſo cool, ſo calm, ſo bright, 

The bridall of the earth and skic: 

"The dew ſhall weep thy fall co night; 
Sh) For thou m dic. 


Sweet roſe, whoſe hue angrie and brave 
Bids the raſh gazer wipe lus eye: 
(Thy root is ever units graye, 

And thou mult die. 


Sweet ſpring, full of ſyeer dayes and roſes, 
A box where ſweets compatted lie; 
My mufick ſhows ye have your cloſes, 

__ Andall muſt die. 


Onely a ſweet and yertuous ſoul, 

Like ſeaſon'd timber, never gives; 

But though the whole world turn to coal, 
©» Theuchiefly lives. 


« The 
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C The Pearl. Matth. 13. 


Know the wayes of learning; both the head 
And pipes that feed the prefle, and make it runne; -, 
hat reaſon hath from nature borrowed, 

Nr of it ſelf, like a good huſwite, ſpunne 

Inlavs and policie; what the ſtarres conſpire, 

Yhat willing nature ſpeaks, what forc'd by fire; , 
Both th' old diſcoveries, and the new-found ſeas; 
he ſtock and ſurplus, cauſe and hiſtorie: 

All theſe ſtand open, or I have the keyes: 

YetTlove thee, 


Iknow the wayes of honour, what maintains 
The quick returns of courteſic and wit: 

In vies of favours whether -parrie gains,. 
When glorie ſwells the heart, and moldeth it 
To all expreſſions both of hand and eye, 
Which on the world a true-love-knot may tie, 
And bear the bundle, whereſoe're it goes: 

How many drammes of ſpirit there muſt be 
Tofell my life unto my friends or foes: 

Yet I love thee. 


I know the wayes of pleaſure, the fweer ſtrains, -- 
The lullings and the reliſhes of it; | 

The propoſitions of hot bloud and brains; - 

What mirth and muſick mean; what love and wit 


I know the projects of unbridled ſore: 

My ſtuffeis fleſh, not brafſe; my ſenſes live, 

And grumble ofc, that they have more in me 

Then he that curbs them, being bur one to five: |» 
Yet I love thee... -. + 


D $ 


Have done theſe twentie hundred yeares, and mores. - 
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I know all theſe, and have them in my hand; 
Therefore nat ſealed, but with openeyes 

1 flie tothee, and fully underſtand 

'Borh the main ſale, and the commodities; 

And at what rate and price I have tby love; 
With all the cireumſtances that may moye: 

Yet throughthe labyrinths, not my groveling wit, 


Oh help: 


Who art 


Bur thy Glk wilt let down from heav'n to me, Then fl 
Did both conduR and teach me, how by it 
| | _ Toclimbetouhce. 7 hom 


W 


« Afiction. HeM 


TY Rokenin pieces all aſunder, 
B Lord, hunce me not, 
A thing forgor, - | 
| Once a poore creature, noyy a wonder, That 
A wonder tortur'd in the {pace : 
Berwixt thus world and that of grace. 


My thoughts are all a cafe of knives, 
þ. Wounding my heart 
With ſcatter'd ſmart, 
As m_—_ pots give flowers their lives. 
othing their furie can concroll, 


Whils they do yaund and prick wy foul. 


All my attendants are at firife, 
l Quirting their place | 
| Unto my ods a 
Nating performs the rask of lifes | 
The claments are let looſe to fight, Fo 
And while 1 live, tric ou theis right. | 
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lo, my God! let not their plor 
Ont" "7 il chem and jncs 
And allo thee, 
Who art my life: diffolve the knot 
As the ſunne (caters by his lighc " 
All the rebellions of th night. 


Then fhall choſe powers, which work for griet,. . 
Enter thy pay, 
And day by day 
Labour thy praiſe, and my xcliet; 
With care and courage building me, 
TilI reach heay'n, and much more thee. 


_— 


w—__ — — 


<q Man... - 


MY God, I heard this day, 
} That none doth build a ately habiration,: 
> But he that means to dwell therein. 
: What houſe more ſtately hath there been, 
| Orcan be, then is Man? to whole creation 


Allchungs aze in decay. - - 


| For Man is ev'ry thing, | 
| And more: He'1$ a trec, yet bears no fruit; | 
A beaſt, yet is, or ſhould be more: 

; Reaſon and ſpeech we onely bring. 

| Parrats may thank us, if they are nor mute, 
They ga upon the ſcore. 


qi 4 | Manisall ymmetrie, - 
Full of proportions, one hmbe ro another, 
' Andall to all the world belides: 
Each part may call the fartheſt, brother: 
For head with foot hath priyate amitie, 
And both with moons and tides. 
TR: ee Nothing 
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Nothing hath got ſo farre, 
But Man hath caught and kepr it, as his prey, 
His eyes dilmount the higheſt ſtare: 
He is in little all che ſphere. 
Herbs gladly cuxe ou fleſh; becauſe that they 
Finde their acquaintance there. 


For us the windes do blow, 
T he earth dothireſt, heay'n-move, and fountains flop 
Nothing'we ſee, but mcans our good, 
As our dighr or as-our treaſure: 
'The whole is, either our cupboard 4 foods 
Or cabinet of pleaſure. 


The ſtares have us to bed; 
Night dravvs the curtain, which the ſunnc withdraw; 
Muſick and light attend our head. 
All things unto our fleſh are kinde 
In thei deſcent and being; to our minde 


In their aſcent and cauſe. | (he 


Each thing 1s full of dutie: 
Waters united ate our navigation; 
Diſtinguiſhed, our habitation; 
| Below, our drink; above, our meat; 
Bath: are our ckanlinefle. Hath one ſuch beautic? | 
T hen hoy axe all things near? Cho. 


(ho. 


| More 6 Nl wait on 3" 
"Then he'l take notice of : iney* ry 
He treads down that which 14 wv th befriend him I C6. 
When ſicknefie makes him pale and wan. 
Oh mightie love! Man is one world, and hath 
Another to attend him, Wl 


& © 4 


gi 
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Since then,my God,thou haſt 
& braye 2 Palace buile 3 O dwell in-it, 
That it may dyvell with thee at laſt! 
\ Till thenaffardus fo mm wit 5 | 

he world ſeryes us,we may lerve thee 
-pafaida And both thy ſcrvants be. 


q Antiphon.. 


Chir. NRaiſed be the God of loye, 
P Men. Here below, _ 
anger And here above: 
(by, Who hathdealr his mercies ſo, 
Ang. To his friend, 
Men.. And to his foe ; 


Cho, That both grace and glorie tend 
| Ang. Us of old, 
Men. - And us in th'end. 
(hy, The great ſhepherd of the fold 
| Ang. Us did make, 
Men. For us was ſold. 


$ top, 


aWWws; 


(hp, He our foes in pieces brake ; Wh 
Ang. Him we touch; 
| Men. And him ye take. 
| Cho. AVherefore fince that he is ſuch , 
Ang. We adore, 
Men. And ye do crouch. 


(io, Lord, thy praiſes ſhould be more. 
Men. We have none, 
Anz, And we no ſtore, 

Praiſed be the God alone, 


Che. | 
1 NCEs 
Who hath made of yo foles one; 
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«T Unkindneſle, 
| | | 7 Made 


Ord, make me coy and cender to offend: S Here 
In fricndfhup, firſt I think, if that agree, | 
| Which I intend, bur £1 
Unto my friends intent andend. $) 20or 
I would not uſe a friend, as T uſe Thec. y 
bs $1y han 
If any touch my friend, or his good name; I r00k;\ 
It is my honour and my teve to free : 
| His blaſted fame AVho di 
From the leaftfpot or thought of blame. WMjzking 
I could not uſe a friend, as I uſe Thee — | 


My friend may ſpit upon my curious floole; _—_—_ 


Would he have gold? Lend is inflantly; 8 


Bux let the poore, © foll 
| And thou within them ſtarve at doott. Me... 
I cannot uſe africgd , as 1 uſe Thee. ; 


4 
= 


When that my friend pretendeth-to x place, 
1 quit my intereſt, agd leaye it free : 
[ Bur when thy grace 
Sues for my heart, T thee dilplace; 
Nor would uſe a friend, as I uſe Thee. 


Yet can a friend what thou haſt done Fulfill * 
O write in brafle, My God upon a rree 
| op | or bloyd did fil 
iy to purchaſe -wit: 
Ter uſe 1 av wy foes, as 1 is $199 -BTk 
« Li} 
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q Lie. 


| Made a poke, while the day ran by: | 

J Here will Ifncll my remnant our, and tie 

My life within*rthis band. :; 
ut time did becken n a" CRacrh and they 

$1 a00n moſt cunguagly- did Real away, 

4 And withey'd in my band. 


; ly hand was next ta them,and then, my heartt-,,., 
Jrook,without more thinkjog, in good, part 
Times gentle admonition: 
Who did ſo ſweetly deaths lad taſte convey, © — 
ans. Whi:king my minde to ſmell my farall day ; 

WRKNg my | "F 

1 Yer ſugring the ſuſpicion, + 


EFarewell deare flowers, ſweetly your time ye ſpent, 
EFic, while ye liv'd ,for fmell or ornament, 

. | And after death for cures. 
pI follow Rraight without complaints or grief, 
Zounce tf my ſent be good, 1 care nor, if 

: It be as ſhort as yours. 


| 

»*. 

ol 
ofa 


E& Submiſhon. 


Ur that thou art my wiſdome, Lord, 
And both mine cyes are thine, 
My minde would. þe extreamly. ſtizr'd 
| For miſfing mydeſigne. 


| Were it not better to beſtoyy 
| _ Some place and power on me? 
A Then ſhould thy praiſes with me grow: 
'| And ſhare in-my degree, Bur 


SS ——_—  — H——_ R@ - 
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But when I thus diſpute and grieve, 
I do reſume my light, 
And pilfring what I once did give, 

Diſſeize thee of thy right. 


How know T,if thou ſhouldſt me raiſe, 

That I ſhould then raiſe thee? 

Perhaps great places and thy praiſe- - 
Do not ſo well agree. 


Wherefore unto my gift T ſtand ; - 
I will no; more adviſe: 

Onely do thou lend me a hand, 
Since thou haſt both minc eycs. 


CD —————_____— 

C:nnot skill of theſe thy wayes. 
Lord, thou didft make me, yet thou woundeſt me; 
Lord, thou doſt wound me, yet thou doſt relieve me: 


Lord, thou relieveſ?, yet 1 die by thee : 
Eorg, thou doft kill me,yet thou doſt reprieve me- 


Butywhen F mark my life and praiſe, 

Thy juſtice me moſt fitly payes : 
For, I do praiſe thee, yet 1 praiſe thee not: 
My prayers mean thee, yet my prayers ſtray: 
I would do well. yet ſenne the hand hath got : 
My ſoul doth love thee, yet it loves delay: 

1 cannot-skill- of theſe my wayes. 


a nomn——o—— meg — 


| q Charms and Knots. 


VA Po reade a chapter when they riſe, 
oball gc're be troubled with ill eyes. 
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| noore mans rod, when thou doſt ride, 
; both a weapon and a guide, 


| bo ſhuts his hand, hath loſt his gold: 
ho opens it, hath it rwice told. 


ho goes to bed and dotlvnot prays 
aketh tyyo nights to ev'ry day. 


ho b 7 yur throw a ſtone 
tth '& of others, hit their own. 


Yho looks on ground with humble eyes, 
Findes himſelf there, and ſecks to riſe. 


When th' hair is ſweet through _ orluſt, 
The powder doth forget the duſt. 


Take one from ten , and what remains? 
Tenftll, if ſermons go for gains. 


In ſhallow waters heav'n doth ſhow; 
But who drinks on,to hell may go. 


Pennant Exam diodance added NEDORRRIINS meu — 
« Affliction. 


My God, I read this day, 
That planted Paradiſe was /not ſo firm, 
As was and is thy floting Ark; whoſe ſtay 
And m_ mow art onely, to-con 
nd ;ftrengrhen'it in ev'ry ages 
When waves do riſc,and tempeſts rage. 
| At firſt we liv'd. in pleaſurez. + 
Thine own delights thou didft to us impart: 
When we grew wanton, thou didſt uſe diſpleaſure 
Tomake us thine: yet that we might not parts 
As we art firſt did board with thee 
Now thou wouldft taſte our milerie- 


HS The Church, 
Thete is but Joy and grief, 


TE either will convert us, we are thine: 


- Some Angcls us'd the firſt; if ourrelicf | wigs 
Take up the ſecond, then thy double line 
And ſerrall baits in either kinde That 
Furniſh thy table to thy minde. 


| Aﬀflition then is ours; 
We are the trees, wham fhaking faſtens more, FRO 
While bluſtring windes deſtroy the wanton bows, i” + 
And ruffle all their curious knots and tore, 
My God, fo temper joy and vo, 
That thy bright beams may tame thy boy, 


| 
ol X a Gn —_ 
——_— * ——_ — — _ w— 
m_ ” 


«4 Mortification. 


How ſoon Joth man decay! 
When clothes axe taken from a cheſt of ſweets 
' To ſaddle infants, whoſe young breath hat a 


' Scarce knows the way; 
Thole cloutsace little winding ſheets, ' 
Which do configne and ſend them unto death. 
When/boyes go firſt to bed, 
They ſtep 1920 their valuntariggraves, | We 
Sleep bindes them faſt; onely their breath MStr 
lg F: paſs "ew hoy dead: Adviſ 
ncceilive nights, like rolling waves, Encoi 
Convey them yur, og who are wok for deatl 
| When youth is frank and free, One 
And calls far mufick, while his veins do well Arlo 
All day exchanging mirth and breath Wim 
In comparue; | He ? 
That mufick ſummons to the knell, | 


Which ſhall befriend him at the houſe of death. 0s 
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When man grows ſaid and wife, 
ting a houſe and home, where he may moye 
Within the circle of his breath, | 
Schooling his eyes; 
That dumbe inclofure maketh love 
tothe coffics, that attends his death, 


When age grows lovy and weak, 
lrking his grave, and thavvingev'ry yeare, 
Till all do melr, and drovvn his breath 
A chair or litter ſhows the biere, 


When he woukl ſpeak; 
hich (hill convey him to the houle of death. 


— 


Mn, ere he is aware, 
ach put together a ſolemnitie, 
And dreſt hus herſe, while he has breath 
As yet to ſpare: 
Yet Lord; inſtcyu@ vs fo tadie, 
lac all theſe dyings may be life ini death. | 
Y ee eons! 


| OE 


«q Decay: Widd li 
(Qieer were the dayes, whenthou did& lodge with 
Ytrugele with Jacob, fic with Gadeon, ( Lob 


Adviſe with Abraham, when thy power could not 
Encounter Moſes ſtrong complaints and mone: 


Thy words were then, Let me alone- 


One might have ſought and found thee preſently 
At ſome fair oak, or buſh , or cave, or well: 

5 my God this way? No, they would reply: 
Wile is ro Sinai gone, as WE heard tell: 


Liſt, ye may heare great Aax00s _ Buc 
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But now thou doſt thy ſelf immure and cloſe 

In ſome one corner of a feeble heart: 

Where yet both Sine and Satan, thy old foes, 

Do pinch and ftraicen thee, and uſe much art 
To gan thy thirds and little-parr. 


I ſee the world grows old, when as the heat 
Of thy great loye once ſpread, as in an urn 
Doth cloſet wp it ſelf, and ſtill retrear, 

Cold finne ſtill farang it, till it return, 

| And calling Juſtice, all things burn, 


« Miſcrie. 


Lora, letthe hee) in praiſe thy name, 
Man 1s a foglith thing, a tool thing, 
Folly and Sinne play all his game. 
His houſe fill burns, and yer he ſtill doth ſang, 
17 Man is but aſe, 
| He knows it, pt the glaſſe. 


A 

How canft thou brook his fooliſhneſle? . Mandth 
Why he'l not loſe a cup of drink for thee: S 
Bid him but temper his excefle; ofin 


Not he: he knows, where he can berter be, 
As he will ſwear, . 
' Then to ſerve thee in fear. 


What ſtrange pollucions doth he wed, 
And make his own? as if none knew, but he: 
No man ſhall beat into his head, 
Thatthon within his curtains drawn can ſee: 
| , They areof cloth, 
Where neyer yet came moth. - 


The beſt of men, turn but thy hand 
xr one poore munute, ſtumble at a pinne: 
They would not have their ations ſcang'd, 
or any ſorrow tell them that they finnez * 
Though it be ſmall, 
And meaſure not their fall. 


They quarrell thee, and would give over 
he bay in made to ſerve thee; but thy love 
Holds them unto it, and doth cover 
keir follies with the wing of thy mulde Doye; 
Not ſuff” ring thoſe 
Who would, to be thy focs. 


My God, Mai cannor praiſe thy name: 
hou art all ah ary] Loon uritie; 
The (unne holds down his oe for ſhame, 
ad with eclipſes, when we ſpeak'of thee: 
How ſhall infefion 
Preſume on thy perteQion? 


As dirtie hands foul all they touch, _ 
\ndthoſe things moſt, which are moſt pure and fine: 
So our clay hearts, ey'n when we crouch 
0 nz thy praiſes, make them lefle divine. 
Yer either this, 
Or none thy portuon 15. 
Man cannot ferve thee; let him g0, . 
und ſerye the ſwine; there, there is his delights 
 Hedoth not like this vertue, noz . 
We him his dirt to wallow in all night: 
5 Theſe. Preachers make 
His head to ſhoot agd ake- 
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Oh fooliſh man! where are thine eyes? 
How haſt thou loft them in a croud of careg? 
Thou pull'it apr. _ wilt notriſe, 
No not to chaſe tne e pack of ftarres: 
; q .There let than ſhine, 
Thou muſt-go fleep, Or dine, 


The bird that ſees a daiatie boywre 
Made in the tree, yvhere ſhe yyas wont to fit, 
Wonders and fings, but-not his power 
Who made the arbour: this exceeds her wit. 
', 7, Bur Mandoth know 
The'/pring, whence all chings flow: 


And yet as though he knew it nor, 
His knowledge winks, and lets his humours reigne; 
T hey make his life a conſtant blot, 
AnJ allthe þloud of-God torun in vain. - 
. Ahwrereh|whar verſe 
Canthy Rrange wayes rehearſe? 


Indeed at firſt Man was a treaſure, 
A box of jewels;ſhop of rarities, 
 Aring, whole poſic was,My pleaſure: 
He was agatden ina/Paradiſe: - 
|  -...Glotieafid grace 
Did crown his heart and face, 


But anne hath fcol'd him, Now he is 
A lump of fleſh, without afoot or wing 
To raiſe himrotheglimpſe of blifſe: 
A lick toſs'd vel, daſiing-or 648 thingy * 
"Nay, his/own ſhelf: 
My God, I mean my ſe]f. 


« Jordat 
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q Jordan: 


q7Hen frlt my lines of heay'nly joyes made men- 
Such \was their luſtre, they drd foexcell, (tion, 

x1 ſonght oue quaint words, and trim invention; 

rthoughrs began to burniſh, fpront, and fivell, 

lng with metaphors a plain intention, 

cking the ſonſe, as if it were to ſell, 


houſands of notions in my brain did runne, 
Y"cingtheir ſervice, if T were nor ſped: 

often blotted what T had begunne; 

his was not quick enough, and that was dead. -- 
thing could ſeem too rich to clothe the ſunne, 
lachlefſe thoſe joyes which trample on his head, 


"WW. 


5 flames do work and winde, yrhen they aſcend, 
ddd I weave my ſelf into rhe ſenſe. bh 
mg I buſtled, I might heare a friend 

\ulper, How wide # att rhis long pretence? 

bere is in love a ſweetnefſe readie penn'd: 

pie 0ut onely that, and ſave expen/e. 


C] Prayer. 


| Ormhac ancadc quick acceſſe, - - 
WP!) blefſed Lord, art thou! how ſuddenly 
MK. May our requeſts thine eare invade! 
| p M at ſtate diſlikes not A 
ut lift mine eyes, my (uit 15 made: #9 F$ 
\{ toucanſt hos nOThewe, then chou capt 6: 


SOOT "ET TOTES 


| 


- 
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Of what ſupreme almightie power 
Is thy greatarm which ſpans the caſt and weſt, 


And tacks the centre to the ſphere! ag if th 
- Byitdo all things live their meafur'd houre: 
We catinot ask rhe thing, yhuch is not there, here © 


Blaming the ſhallowaefle of our requeſt, 


Of what unmeaſurable love 
Art thou poſieſt, who; when thou couldſt not die, Wt me 
Wert fain to take our fleſh and curſe, 

And for out ſakes in perſon ſinne reprove, 
That by deſtroying that which ty'd thy purſe, 
Thou mightſt make way for libcralitic:, 


Since then theſe three wait on thy throne, 
Eaſe, Power, and Love; I value prayer ſo, 

That were I to leave all but une, 
Wealth, fame, endowments, vertues, all ſhould go; 
I and deare prayer would together dwell, 
And quickly gain, for each unch loſt, ancll. 


| © Obedience. 


MY God, if writings may 
| Convey a Lordſhip any way 
Whuther the buyer and the ſeller pleaſe; 
Lett nor theedifpleaſe, 
It this pooxe paper doas much as they, 


| On it my heart doth bleed 
/ As-many lines, as there doth necd - 
To paſie it ſelf and all it hathto thee. 
;To which I do agree, 
An here preſent ic as wy ſpeciall deed. 
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If that hereafter Pleaſure 
Cavill, and claim her part and meaſure, 


as if this paſſed with 2 reſervation, h 
Or ſome ſuch words in faſhion; 
ere exclude the wrangler from thy treaſure. 


Oler thy ſacred will " 
All thy delight in me fulfill! 
Let me not think an aQion mine own Way, 

Bur as thy love ſhall (way, 

Reſigning up the cudder to thy Skill. 


ie, 


Lord, what is man to thee, 
That thou ſhouldſt minde a rotten tree? 
Yer fince thou canſt not chooſe but ſee my aQtionsz 
Sogreu are thy pcrfeians, 
go; I Thou mayſt as well my ations guide, as lee. 


Beſides, thy death and bloud 
 Show'd a ſtrange love to all our good: 
n= WH 15 (orrows were in earneſt; no faint proftcr, 
Or ſuperficiall offer 
Ot what we might not take, or be withſtood, 


Wherefore I all forgo: ; 
| To one word onely I ſay, No: 
W Where 1n the deed there was an intimation 
Of a gift or donation, 
Lord, let it now by way of purchaſe $9- 


He that vill paſſe his land, 
As have mine, nuay ſet his hand 
And heart unto this deed, when he hath read; 
And make the purchaſe ſpread 
To both our goods, if he to 3t will Rand. 


E 


How 
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How happie were my part; 

Tf ſome kinde man would thruſt his heart Or 
Tnto theſc lines; till in heav'ns court of rolls | wt 
T hey were by winged ſouls Wh 

' Entred for both, farrc above their deſert! 


— =o r————_———— | hoy 


| ©] Conſcience. all! 


Peace pratler, do not lowre: Gon 
Not a fair lopk, but thou doſt call it foul: Wh 
Not a ſyrvcet diſh, but thou doſt call ir ſowre: \ndno 
Muſick to thee doth _ oxall 

By liſtning to thy chatting fears 
I have both loſt mine eyes and eares, 


here | 
Which! 
Pratler, no more, I ſay: Th 
My thoughts muſt work, bur like a noiſeleſle ſphert; Gr 
Harmoniouspeace muſt rock them all the diy: \!! Sol 
No room for pratlerschere. Is not { 

If thou perfiſteſt, I will tell thee, 
ThatT' have phylickto expell thee. 


And the receir ſhall be By 
My Saviours bloud: when ever at his board 
I do but takte it, ftraighr it cleanſerhme, 
And eaves thee not aword; 
No, not a tooth'or nail to ſcratch, | 
And at my aQtions carp, or catch. | 


Yet if thou calkeſt ſtill, WO 


Beſides my Fylck, knovy there's ſome for thee: 


Some yvoo 
| 


and nails to-make a ſtaffe or bill | ly lo 
For thoſe that trouble me: 
The bloudic crofle of my deare Lord 


Is both my phylick and my ſword. 
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T5100 chouſcerdofolh, 

Ord, with what glorie waſt thou ſerv d ot © 
When Solomons temple Kood and flouriſhed! 
Where moſt _ were of pureſt gold; 
The wood was all embelliſhed 

ith lowers and carvingss myRicall and rare: 

a A ſhow d the builders, crav'd the (cers care. 


tall this glorie,all this pomp and ſtate 
Did not afte& thee much, was not thy aim; 
Something there was, that ſow'd debate: 
Wherefore thou quitr'{>t thy ancient claim: 
\nd now thy Archite ure meets with ſunnes © 
For all chy frame and fabrick is vitlun. | 


here thou art ſtruggling with a peeviſhheart, | 
Vhich ſometimes crofleth thee, thou ſometimes it? 
The fight is hard on either parr. 
Great God doth fight, he doth ſubmit. 
\ll Solomons ſca of braſle and world of ſtone 
35 not ſodeare to thee as one good grone. 


nd truly brafle and tones are heavie things, 
umbes for the dead, not 7 1 fir for thee: 
But grones are quick, and-full of wings, 


An all their moxions upward be; 


indever as they mount, like larks they fing; 
The note is ſad, yer naufick for a king. 


A 


— 
ts... A. Ml 


« Home. $062 
Ome Lord, my head doth burn, my heart 18 icky 
While chou doſt ever, ever ity: 
1 by long deferrings wound-me to the quick; 
| My ſpirit gaſpeth night and day. 
 O ſhewthy felt come, 


thee! 
Or take me TS : | Hove 


vo | | The Charch. 


How canſt thou ſtay, conſidering the pace 
The bloud did make, which thou did wi 
When I behold it trickling down thy face, 
| I never ſaw thing make ſuch haſte, 
O ſhow thy ſelf ro me, 
. Or take me upto thee! 


With of 
And [cc 


When man was loſt, thy pitie lookt about 
To ſegwhat help in th' earth or Skie: 

But there nk none; at leaſt no help without: 
The help did in thy boſome lie. 

O ſhow thy, &c. 


There lay thy fonne: and muſt he leave that neſt, 
That hive of (weetneſle, to remove 

Thraldome from thoſe , who would not ar afeak 
' Leave one poore apple for thy love? 


O ſhow thy, &c, 


He did, he came: Q my Redeemerdeare, 
 Afﬀterall 1 canſt thou be ſtrange? 
»0 many yeares bdptiz'd, and not appeate? 
As if thy love could fail of change. 
O ſhow thy, &. 


Yet if thou ſtayeſt ſtill, why muſt I ſtay? What | 
| oy God, what is this world to me? 
This world of wo? hence all ye clouds, aw3y; My thi 
Away; I mult get up and ſee, 
O ſhow thy, &c. 


What is this weary vworld; this meat and drink, Come 
 _ Thatchainsvs by the teeth (o faſt? 
What is thiswoman-kinde, which I can wink Ande 
Into a blacknefle and diſtaſte? | 
O ſhow thy > CCC : 
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ao WY Vith one ſmall gh thou gav'ſt me th other day 
War Tblaftedallthe joyes about me: 
And couling on them as they pin'd away, 
Now come again, ſaid I, and flout me. 
O ſhow thy (clf to me, 
Or take me up to thee! 


Nothing but drought and dearth, but buſh and brake, 
Which way ſo-e're I look, I (ee. 
Some may dream merrily, but when they wake, 
. They,dreſſe themſelves and come to thee. 
O ſhow thy, &c. ©. 


i) 


We talk of harveſts; there are no ſuch things L 
F But yyhen we leave our corn and hay: 
There is no fruirfull yeare, but that which brings 
The laſt and loy'd, though dreadfull day. 
O ſhow thy, &c. : 


Oh looſe this frame, this knot of man untie! 
| Tharmy free ſoul may uſe het wing, 
ch now is pinion'd with morralitie, 

As an intangled, hamper'd thing, 
O ſhow thy, &c. 


What have I left, that T ſhould ftay and grone? 
The moſt of me.to heav'n 1s fled: 
My thoughts and joyes are all packt up _——_— 
And for their old acquaintance plead. 
O ſhow thy, 8c. 


Come deareſt Lord, paſſe not this holy ſeaſon, 


My fleſh and bones and joynts do pray: 
andev'n my verſe, when by the ryme and reaſoh 


The word is, Stay, ſayes ever, Come- 
O ſhow thy, 8c. 


E 3 @ The 


\ 


Fl 


102 The Church. 


« The Britiſh Church. 
T Joy, deare Mother, when I view 
Thy perfe&lineaments, and hue 
» Bothſwect and bright, 


Beautic in thee takes up her place, 
And dates her letters from 8 face, 
| When ſhe doth write, 


 'A fine aſpeR in fit aray, 
N eithertoo mean, nor yet too gay, 
Shows who is þclt. 


Outlandiſh looks may not compare; 
- Forall they either painted are, 
Or elſe undreſt, 


She on the hills, which vantonly 
Allureth all in bope to be 
: By her preferr'd, 


Harth ki(s'd ſo long her painted ſtxigcs,. 
(I hat ev'n her face by killing ſhines, | 
Fox her reward. . 


She in the valley is ſo ſhie 
Of drefling, that her baur doth lic 
| About her eaxcs : 


While ſhe avoids her neighbours pride, 
She wholy goes'on th' other fide, 


And nothing wears. = 

' To 

But deareſt Mother, (what thoſe miſie) Spe: 

The mean thy praiſe and gtorie iS, ' Ani 
And long may be. | 


Bleſſed be God, whoſe love it was 
I odouble-moat thee with his grace, A | 
And none but thee. 4.18 


The Charch, 
« The Quip. 


e merrie world did on a day 
With his train-bands- and mates agree 


To meet _— where I lay, 
And all inſportto geere at me, 


Firſt, Beautie crept intoa role, 

Which when I pluckt not, Sir, ſaid ſhe, 
Tell me, I pray, Whoſe hinds are rhoſe ? 
But thou ſhalt anſver, Lord, for me. 


Then Money came, and chinking ftill, 
What rune 15 this, poore man ? Fig he: 
I heard in Muſick you had skill. | 
But thou ſhalt anſwer, Lord, tor me. | 


Then came brave Glorie puſhing by 
In filks that whiſtled, who but her - 
He ſcarce allow'd me half an cie. 

But thou ſhalt anſwer, Lord, for me. 


{| Then came quick Wit and Converſation + 
And he would needs a comfort be, 

| And, to be ſhort, make'an oration. 
Butthouſhalt anſwer, Lord, for me. 


| Yerwhen the houre of thy defigne 
| Toankwer theſe fine things ſhall come; 


Speak not atlarge, fay, I am thine: 
|. And then they have their anſyver home, 


E4. © Vanitie. 
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CF Vanitte. 
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Po filly ſoul, whoſe hope and head lies low, 
Whoſe flat delights on earth do creep and grow; 

To whom the {tarres ſhine not ſo fair, as eyes; 

Nor ſolid work, as falſe embroyderies; 

Heark and beware, leſt what you now do meaſure 

And write for ſweer, prove a moſt ſowre diſpleaſure, 


O heare betimes, leſt thyelenting 
| Miy come roo late ! 
'T'o purchaſe heaven for repenting, 
Is no hard rate. 
If ſouls be made cf earthly mold, 
Lerthem ami old; 
If born on hi 5 
Let them unto theu kindred flic: 
: For they can never be ar reſt, 
| Till theyregain their ancient neRt. 
T hen filly ſoul take heed; for earthly joy 
Is but a bubble, and makes thee a boy. 


| ———————\ P_ —_— J— PI” 


«] The Dawning. 


AWE {ad heart, whom ſorrovy ever drowns; 
Take up thine cyeg, which feed on earth; 
U nfold thy forchead gather'd into frowns : 
Thy Saviour comes, and with him mirth: 
| Awake, awake; 
And with a thankfull heart his comforts take. 
| But chou doſt ſtill lament, and pine, and cric; 
And feel his death, but nor his viRtorie. 


Arik 
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krie (ad heart; if thou doſt not withſtand, 
Chriſts reſurre&ion thine may be: 
Donot by hanging down break from the hand, 
; Whichas it riſcth, raiſcth thee: 
Ariſe, ariſe; ys 
Ad with his buriall-linen drie thine eyes: ( grief 
Chriſt left his graye-clothes, that we a, Su; 
Draws tears, or bloud,not want an handkerchict, 


We, n— —_—  ———————— 


C.J. 
ESU isin my heart, his ſacred name 
| [s deeply carved there : but th'other week 
Apreat afflition broke the little frame,: 
Eyn all to pieces: which I went to ſeck: 
And firſt T found the corncr, where was 7, 
Aker, where E S\, and next where © was graved. 
When I had got theſe parcels, inſtantly 
[at me down to ſpell them, and perceived 
That ro my broken heart he was I] eaſe you 
And to my whole is 7 ESQ. 


—— Ro ——————— 
« Bulineſle, 


| C Anft be idle > canſt thou play 
| Fooliſh ſoul who finn'd to day ?.. 


Avers run, and ſprings-each one 
Know their home, and get them gone: - 
Maſt thou tears, or h+ſt thou none ? 


If, poore ſoul, thoy haſt no tears; 
 & Would thou hadſt no faults or fears | 
| Nao hath theſe, tHoſe Il forbeare. | 
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Windes ſtill work: it isthcir plot, 
| Be the ſcaſon cold, or hot: 

Haſt thou ſighs, or haſt thou nor 2 


If thou haſt no ſighs or grones, 
| Would thou hadit no fleth,and bones! 
Leiler pains ſcape greater ones, 


Bntif yer'thow idle be, 
Fooliſh ſoul, Whodri'd for thee * 


Who did leave his Fathers throne, 
'To aſſume thy fleſh and bone; 
Had he lifc, or had he none? 


Tf he had notliy'd for thee, 
'T hou hadſt di'd moſt yretchedly ; 
And two deaths had been thy fec. 


He ſo farre-thy good did plor, 
[That his own ſelf he forgor. 
Did he die, or did he not 2 


Tf he had not di'd for thee, 
"Thou hadſt liv'd in miſerie. 
'T wo lives worſe then ten deaths be. 


And hath any ſpace of breath 
*'I wixt his finnes and Saviowus death ? 


He that loſeth geld, though droſſe, 
"Tels to all he meets, his crofile: 
He that ſinnes, hath he no. lofle ? 


He that findes a Glyer vein, 
"Thinks on ir, and thinks again: 
Brings thy Saviours death no gain ? 


Who in heart notever kneels, 
Neither finne nor Saviour feels. 


The Chutch. 
« Dialogue. 


Weeteſt Saviour, if my ſoul 
Were but worth the having, 
Quickly ſhould 1 then-controll 
Any thoughe of waving. 
But when all my care and pains 
Cannot give the name of gains 
Tothy wretch fo full of ſtains ; 
What delight or hope remains ? 


What ( childe) is the ballance thine 
Thine the poi/e and meaſure? 

If I /ay, T hou Fatehe mine; 
Finger not my treaſure. 

What the gains in having thee 

Do amount to, onely he, 

Who for man was ſold, can ſee; 

That transfert'd th'accounts 20 me. - 


But as I can ſee no merrt , 
Leading to ths favour: 

S the way to fir me for it, 
Is beyond my favour. 

As the rake then is thune; 

Sthe way is none of mine: 

I diſclaim the whole defigne:  ® 

dinne diſclaims and: refigne. - 


That isall , if that1 could 
Get without repiaing5 

And my clay my creature would 
Follow my reſigning. 

That as I did freely part 

With my elorie and deſert 

Left all joyes to feel alt ſinart---= 


. 
yn . 


4 


Ah! no more: thou break'ſt my Bearte |, | 


"T2 
fx 


x08 11! 1 9h Church, 
« Dulneſle. 


JV Hy do] anguiſh thus, drooping and dull, 


As if T were all earth? 
Ogive me quickneſle, that I may with mirth 
Praiſe thee brim-full 1 


'The wanton loyer in a curious ſtrain 

Can praiſc his faireſt fair; 

And with quaint metaphors her curled hair 
Curl o're again, 


"Thou art my lovelineſſe, my life, my lighe, 
Beaurtie alone to me: 
Thy bloudy death and undeſery'd, makes thee 
Pure red and whitc. 


When all perfe&ions as but one appeare, 
T hat thoſe thy form doth ſhow, 
'The very duſt, where thou doſt tread and go, 
Makes beauties here ; 


Where are my lines then? my approaches? views? 
Where are my window-ſongs? 
Lovers are ſtill pretending, & ev'n wrongs 


Sharpen their Muſe: 
RutT am loſt in fleſh, whoſe ſagred Iyes 


Still mock me, and grow bold: 
Sure thou didſt put a minde there, if T could 


Finde yherce it lies. 


Lora, cleare thy gift, that with a conſtant wit 
I may but look towards the: 
Tyok onely; for to love thee, who can be, 


What angel fir ? 


C Lovye-joy 


Ye. 
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«7 Love-joy. 


$ on a window late I caſt mine cye, 
I ſawa vine drop grapes with F and C 


 Anneal'd on every bunch. One _—_— by 
O 


AsK'd what it meant. I (who am never 
Toſpend my iudgement) ſaid, It ſeem'd to me 
To be the bodie and the letters both 


Of Jry and Charitie. Sir, you have nor mils'd, 


[The man reply'd ; It figures FESUS CHRIST. 


—__—_— — ———— — —_———— ——_— ———_———_—_—_—  ——_— 


E Providence. 
Sacred Providence,yvho from end to end 
Strongly and (weetly moveſt! ſhill I write, 


And not of thee,through whom my fingers bend 
To hold my quill? ſhall they not do thee right? 


Ot all the creatures both in ſea and land 
Onely to Man thou haſt'made known thy wayes, 


 Andput the penne alone into his hand, 


And made hum Secrerarie of thy praile. 


beaſts fain would ſing; birds dittie ro their notes; 
Trees would be runing on their native lute 

Tothy renown: but all- their hands and throats 

Are brought ro Man, while they are lame and mute. 


Man is the worlds high Prieſt: hc doth prelenr 

The Qcrifice for all ; while they below 

Unto the ſervice mutter an aſſent, a 

ch as ſprings uſe that fall,and windes that blow: 


He that to praiſe and laud thee doth refrain, 
Doth not refrain unto himſelf alone, | 
But robs a thouſand who would praile thee fain, 


And doth commit a world of fiunc 41 ONC. 4 06. 


0 


\ 
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The beaſts ſay, Eat me:but,if beaſts muſt teach, _ 


'The tongue 1s yours to eat, but mine to praiſe, 
The trees (zy, Pull me: but the hand you ftretch, 
Is mine to write, as it is yours to raiſe, 


Wherefore,moſt ſacred Spirit, I here preſent 

For me and all my fellowspraile to thee: 

And juſt it is that I ſhould pay the rent, 
Becauſe the benefit accrues to me, 


We pany dia 4 both thy power and love 
To be exaR; tranſccndent;and divine; 

Who doſt ſo ſtrongly and ſo ſweetly move; . 
While all things have their will,yer none bur thune, 


For either thy command, or thy permiſſion | 
Lay hands on all:they are thy right and left. Jheir 
The firſt puts on with ſpeed and expedition; 

The other curbs ſinnes ſtealing pace and rheft. 


Nothing eſcapes them both ; all muſt appeare, 
And be diſpos'd,and dreſs'd,and-tun'd by thee, 
Who ſweetly temper' all, Tf: ye could'heare + 
Thy skill andarr, what muſick would: it be! 


Thou art in mal] things great, not ſmall in any: | 
Thy even praiſe can neither riſe, nor fall. 

Thou art in all things one, incachthing may: . Would 
For thou art infinite in one and all. 


Tempeſts are calm to rhee; they know thy hand, puts 
And hold it faſt,as children do their fathers, = My, 
Which crie andfoflow. Thou haſt made poore ſand fre th 
Check the proud ſea,ey'n when it {w2lls and gathers i 

| Thow 


Thy cupboard ſerves the world: the meartis ſet, hee br 
Where all may reach:no beaſt but knows his feed- 
IP teach us hawking; hſhes have their net: 
4 2 great prey on the kfſe, they on ſome weed: 

an TT # © 4 ; arent; wee Nothing 


ng 
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aching ingendred doth prevent his meat: 


les haye their table ſpread,ere they appeare. 
"me creatures have in winter what to eat; 
Nrhers do lecp,and envie not their cheer. 


aw Enely doſt thou times and ſeaſons ſpin, 

1 make a twiſt checker'd with night-and day! 
Vhich as it lengthens windes,and windes us 10, 
\;bouls go on, but turning all the way. 


xhcreature hath a wiſdonae for his good. 

h: pigeons feed their render off-{prmng,crying,. 

Vhen they are callow; but withdtave their food 

hen they are fledge,that need may teack the flying. 


Fees work for man z and Yet they never bruilc 
j heir maſtets floyer,but leave it having done, 
\5 fair as ever, and. as fit to uſe 3 


o both the flower. doth ftay, and-hony run. _ 


ieepeat the grafle, and dung the ground:tor more: 
Trees after bearing drop their leaves for (ral: 

Mg vent their ſtreams, _— expenſe ger ſtore: 
Clouds cool by hear, aud baths. by cooling, boil. 


Who hath the yertue to expreſſes the rare 
And curious vertues-botb of herbs and ones? = 

| there an herb for thar? O.thar thy care 

Would ſhow a root, that gives expreflions! 


AudiFan herb hath power,what have the {tarres? 
k roſe, beſides his beautie, is a cure: 
ubtlefle our agues 2nd plenrie 4 peaceand yyaures 
Are there much ſurer then our arts ſure+. 


Thou haft hid metals: man may.take them thence; 
But at his perill : when he digs the place, 
He makes a grave 3 as if the thing had ſenſe» . 


And tiue:racd mangthar he fhould 6) che (Pete yu 
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Ey'n poylons praiſe thee. Should a thing be loſt; 
Should creatures want for want of heed their duc? 
Since where ate poyſons, antidots are moſt: 


The help ſtands cloſe, and keeps the fear in vie. 


The ſea, which ſeems tu ſRop the traveller, 

Is by a4hup the ſpeedier paſſage made. 

T he windes,yvho thmk they ryle the mariner, 
Are rul'd by him;and ranght to ſeryc his trade, 


 Andas thy houſe is full , ſo I adore 

Thy curious art in marſhalling thy goods... 

The hills with health nd : the vales with ſtore; 
The South with marblc; North with furres & wood 


Hard things are glorious; eaſic things good cheap, 
The co:mmon all men have; that which is rare, 
Men therefore ſeek to'have, and care to keep. 


T he healthy froſts with ſummer-truits compare. 


Light-without winde is glafſe: warm without weight 
Is wooll atid furres: cool withont.cloſenefle,ſhade: 
Speed without pains, a horſe: tall without height, 
A ſervile hawk : low without loſlle, a ſpade. 


All countreys have enoughto ſerve their need: 
If they ſeek fine Veins /nh doſt make themrun Wert 
For their offence; and then doſt turn their ſpeed Moſt t} 
To be commerce and trade from-ſunne to ſunne- Moſt 


Nothing wears clothes, but Man ; nothing doth need 


But he to wear them, Nothing uſeth fire, "ta 
Bur Man alone, to ſhow his hcav'nly breed: And n 
And onely he hath fucll. in deſire, And fo 


When th' earth was dry,thou mad'R a ſea of wet: | 
. MA 
Whe that lay eather'd,thou didſt broach the mourn *ia 
When yet ſome places could no nioiſture get, (ra Br ke 


Tue viandes grew gard'ners,and the clouds good Ra | all 
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in,do hot hurt my flowers ; but gently ſpend 

ur hony drops : prefle not to ſmell them here: 

hen they are ripe heir odour will aſcend, 

{at your lodging with their thanks appeare. 


low harſh are thorns to x.rk and yet they make 
| betrer hedge, and nee lefle reparation. 

ow ſmcoth are (ks compared with a ſtake, 

x with a Rone! yet make no good foundation. 


(2 


Sometimes thou doſt divide thy gifts to man, 
Dmetimes unite. T he Indian nut alone © 
clothing,mear and trencher,drink and kan, 
$oargcable, (ail and needle, all in one. 


loſt herbs that grow in brooks,are hot and dry. 
Cold fruits warm kernells help againſt the winde, 
he lemmions juice and rinde cure mutually. 


The whey of mulk doth looſe,the nulk doth binde. 


Thy creatures leap nor, but expreſle a feaſt, 

Where all the gueſts fir cloſe, and nothing wants, 

Frogs marry fiſh and fleſh; bats,bird and beaſt ; 
Ponges,non-ſenſe and ſenſe;mines,th' carth & plants. 


To ſhow thou art not bound, as if thy lot 

Were worſe then ours; ſometimes thou ſhifreſt hands. 
Moſt things move th' under-jawzthe Crocodile not. 
Moſtchings ſleep lying; th' Elephant Jeans or ſtands. 


Bur who hath praiſe enough?nay who hath any? 

None can expreſſe thy works,but he that knows them: 
And none can know thy works,which are ſo manys 
And fo complete, but onely he that owes them. 


i | All things that are,though they have ſev'rall wayes, 
Yer in reir being joyn with one adviſc 

1. & [9 honuur thee; and fo 1 give thee praiſe 

» mall my orher bymnes, bur in this ict. 


ed 
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Each thing that is, although inuſe and name 
It go for one, hath many wayes in. ſtore 

| To honour thee ; and (o each hymae thy fame 
Extolteth many wayes, yet this once more. 


NESS — 
© Hope. 
T Gaye to Hope 2 watch of mine: but he 
An anchor gave to me, 
Then an old prayer-book [ did preſent: 
And hc an optick (ent. 
With thar I gave a viall full ot tears: 
Bur he a feyy greeneares: 


Ah Loyterer! Ile nu more,nn more Vc bring: 
] did expe a ring, 


-— ———_— - > ——— ——— _— — 
—— ; 


« Sinnes round. 
Orrie 1 am, my God, ſorrie 1 am, 
T hat my offences courſe it ina ring. 
My thoughts are working like a buſic fame, 


ULvill their cockatrice they hatch and bring: Bey 
And when they once have perfe&ed their draughty Ma 
My words take fire from my inflamed thoughts. While 
My words take fire from my inflamed thoughts, Wxy, p 
Which fpit it forth bke the Sicilian hill. | And le 
They vent the wares,and paſleghem with their WI 
And by their breathing yentilare/ the ill. Pa 
But words ſuffice not;yehere are lewd intentions, 

My hands do joyn to finiſh the inventions. - 0! 
My handsdo' joynto finiſhthe inventions: oP a 
And ſo my finnes aſcend three Rorics high, ag 
As Babel grew, before there were dilentions- | = 
Yer ll deeds loyter not: for they ſupplic I 
New thoughts of inning : Wherefure,to My ſhame, 


Sartie Lam, my God,ſorric 1 am, q 1 


« Time. 


Feting with Time, ſlack thing, ſaid T, 
Thy fithe is dull ; wher it for ſhame. 
omarvell Sir, he did replie, 
fitat length deſerve ſome blame: 
But where one nan would have me grinde 1t, 
Twentie for one too ſharp do finde it. 


krhaps ſome ſuch of old did paſle, 

{ho above all things lov'd this life ; 
owhom thy fiche a hatchet was, 

Vhich now 1s but a pruning-kmife, + - . 
Chriſts coming hath made man thy debter, 
Since by thy cutting he grows berter. 


= MArdin his bleſſing thou art bleſt: 
For where thou onely wert before 
An/executioner at beſt 3, 
Thou art'a gard'ner noyy, and more, 
An uſher tro conyey our ſouls 
Beyond the urmoſt ſtarres ang poles. 


Bind this is that makes life ſo long, 
While it detains us from our God. 
Napecalires here increaſe the dan 
ength of dayes tengrhen the rod. 
Who wants he Dlace-rhere God doth dwell 
Partakes already: half of hell 


Of what ſtrange length muſt that needs bes 
Which ey'n eternitic excludes! 

Thus firre Time heard me patiently: 

Then chafing ſaid, This man deludes: 


' What do I here before his doore? 
He:dorh not crave leſt ime, but mY Grate - 
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I:6 


PHou that haſt giv'n ſo much to me, 


See how thy beggar works on thee 
| By art. 


He makes thy gifts occaſion more , 
And ſ{ayes, If he in this be croſt, 
All thou haſt giv'n him heretofore 
 \ Is loſt. 


But thou didſt reckon, when at firſt 
Thy word our hearts and hands did crave, 
What it would come to at the worſt 


To fave. 


Perpetuall knockings at thy doore, 

Tears ſullying thy tranſparent rooms, 

Gift upon gitt,much would have more, 
| And comes. 


And didſt allow us all our noiſe: 
Nay thou haſt made a ſigh and grone 


T hy joyes. 


Nor that thou haſt not ſtill above 
Much better tunes,then grones can make; 
But that rheſe countrey-aires thy love 

. Did rake. 


Wherefore I crie, and crie again 3 
Aad in nov quiet Ernſt-chou be, 
Till Ia thankfull heart obtain | 
Ot thee: 


'4 Give one thing more;a gratefull hearr. 


This not withſtanding, thou wentſt on, . 


OWeet ] 
% 


A holloy 


1d; af 


Bur wh 


Then 


But wy! 


flen 
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hankfull, when it leaſeth me; 
y thy bleſsings had Gone dayes: 


| heart,whoſe pulſe may be 
ut ſuch a 3 P Thy oral 


p—emg—nt poet cones Raw — 
ad | <> <<; - ra. a I 


q] Peace. 


OlWeet Peace, where doſt thou dwel?T humbly crave, 
d Let me once know, 

I ſought thee in a ſecret cave, 

And ask'd, if Peace were there. 

\ hollow winde did ſeem to anſwer, No: 

Go ſeek elſewhere; 


16d; and going did a rainbow note : 
Surely, thought I, 
This is the lace of Peaces coat: 
| I will ſearch out the matter. 
dit while T lookt, the clouds immediately - 
Did break and ſcatter. 


Then went I to 4 garden, and did ſpy _ 
A gallant flower, 
The crown Imperiall:Sure,ſaid I; 
Peace at the root muſt dywell. 
Put when I dige'd, I fayy a worm deyoure 
What ſhow'd ſo weÞ- 


itlength I met arev'rend good old man, 
Whom when for Peace 
I did demand; he thus began: 
There was a Prince of old 
« Fi Salem dyelt,yho liv'd with good increaſe 
"TT Olewmndins 


whos 


my | | TheCharch. 


He ſweetly liv'd; yer ſweetneſſe did not fave 
His life from foes. » mole 
But afcer death out of his grave "And: 
There ſprang twelve ſtalks of wheat: The) 
Which many wondring art, got ſome of thoſe oſnurh 
! Toplant and (et. loſers al 


le proſper'd irangely, and did ſoon diſperſe 
Through all the earth; ut 
For they thar taſte « dorehearſe, 5 _ 
That vertue lies therein, Bur ; 
A ſecret vertue bringing peare and mirth tur 
. '- -  » *Byflight of finne. hiv 
"Take of this grain, which in my garden grows, 
_  Andgrows fot you; 
Make bread of it: and that repoſe ord, 1 9 
And peace which ev'ry where For 
With ſo much carneſtnefle youdo purſue, Ich 
Is onely there. The cle 
Whey ily 
Se nas GERI EMS————————— noon nn GI 


— - ——& 


q Confeffion. - 
What a cunning gueſt 
Is this fame grief !- within my heart 1 made 
Cloſers; and in them-many a cheit; H 
| And lkkea maſter in my trade, $ ' 
In thoſe cheſts, boxes; ineach box, atill: 18 ſx 
Yet grief- knows all, and enters when he will. 


| No lcrue, no piercer can 
Into a piece of timber work and winde, One w] 


As Gods affli&ions,into man, 
When he a torture hath deſion'd. 1nd cal 
They are-t00 ſubtill fox the ſubt'lleſ hearts; Fb 


And fall like rheumes, vpon the rendreſt paris 


We 
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We are the earth; and they, 

{, moles within us, heave, and caſt about: 
"And till they foot and clutch their prey, 
They never cool, much lefle give our. 

"> ſmith can make ſuch locks, but they have keyes: 
\oſ;rs halls co them; and hearts, high-yyayes, 


Onely an open breaſt 
ch ſhurthem out, ſo that they cannot enter; 
Or,if they enter, cannot reſt, 

But quickly ſeek ſome nevy adyenture. 
nooth open heares no faftning have; but iRion © © 
give a hold and handle to afflition, , 


Wherefore my faults and finnes, 
ord, I acknowledge; take a" plagues away: 
For lince confeſſion pardon winnes, 
I challenge here the brighteſt day, 
The cleareſt diamond; let them do their befty 
nw if fall be thick-and cloudie to my brealks 


_ — md 
«7 Giddineſle. 


f H, what a thing is man! how farre from power; 
From ſerled peace and refit! 


©15 ſome twentie ſev'rall men ar leat 
Each ſev*rall houre. 


Ne while & om of heav'n, as of his rreaſure? | 
ut then a thought creeps 1, 
"9d calls him coward, who for fear of anne | 


 - Willloſe a plealuue- 
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Now he will fight it our, and to the warres; 
| Noyy eat his breadin peace, 


And ſnudge in quiet: now he ſcorns increaſe; 
Now all day ſpares. 


He builds a houſe, which quickly down muſt go, 
| As if a whirlwinde blew 
And cruſhs the building: and it's partly true, 


His minde 15s (0. 


O what a ſight were Man, if his attircs 

: id alter with his minde; 
And like a Dolphins skinne, his clothes combin'l 
{ With his deſires! 


Jurely if each one ſaw anothers heart, 
There would be no commerce, 

No ale or bargain paſſe: all would diſperſe, 
And live apart. 


Lord; mend or rather make us : one creation 
Will not ſuffice our turn: 

Except thou make us dayly, we thall ſpurn 
Our own ſalvation. 


— af gn he — —— 
* © Thebunch of grapes. 


| var did lock thee up: but ſome bad man 
Hath ler thee out again: 
And now, me thinks, I am where I beg2n 
'Sev'n yearcs ago: one vogue and yein, 
| One aire of thoughts uſurps my brain. 
T did toward Canaan draw; but now I am 


Brought back to the Red ſea, the ſea of ſhame- f 


For asth 


$0 n0VY « 


Gods W 
His ancl 


Then hi 
We hav 


Of nur 
Letme 


But can 


Bleed 
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For asthe Jervs of old by Gods command 
Travell'd, and ſaw no toyyn: 
© now each Chriſtian hath his journeys ſpann'd: 
Their ſtorie pennes and fers us down. 
A ſingle deed is ſmall renown, 
Gods works are wide, and let in future times 
His ancient juſtice overflows eur crimes, 


Then haye yve too our guardian fires and clouds; 
Our Scripture-devy drops faſt; 
We have our ſands and ſerpents, tents and ſhrowds; 


1n'd 
0f mine inheritance ? Lord, if I muſt borrow, 
Letrme as well take up their joy as ſorrow. 


But can he want the grape, who hath the wine ® 
| I have their fruit and more. 
bleſcd be God, who proſper'd Nogts ves 
And made it bring forth T2 
Bue much more ham 1 mu 


OTIcy 


Alas ! our murmurings come-not laſt,. _ _ 
But where's the cluſter? where's the taſte | 


good ſtores 


Who of the laws ſowre juice ſweet wirte did makey 


tr God himſelf, being preficd for my ſake. 


me 


« Love unknown. 


Eare Friend, fit doyyn, the talc 1s long and ſad; 
And in my faintings I preſume your loue 
Will more complie, then help. A Lord I had, 


And have, of whom ſome grounds which may im- 
I hold for two lives,.aud both lives 1n me, (proves 


Tohim1 brought a dith of fruit one day, 


And inthe muddle plac'd my heart. Bur he 
: f (1 figh ro ſay) Looks 


' 
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Lookt on a ſeruant, who did know his eye 
Better then you know me, or (which is one 
Then I my (elf. The ſervant inſtantly 
Quitting the fruit , ſeiz'd on my heart alone, 
And threw it in a font, wherein did fall 

A ſtream of bloud, which iflu'd from the fide 


| Of a greatrock: I well remember all, 
And have good cauſe : there itwas dipt and di'd, 


And waſht, and wrung : the very vringing yet 
Enforceth tears. Tour heart was foul, I fear. 
Indeed *tis true. I did and do commit 
Many a fault more then my leaſe will bear; 
Yet Gill askt pardon, and was not deni'd, - 
But you ſhall heare. After my heart yas yell, 
And clean and fair, as I one eyen-tide 

(I figh torell 


Walk: by my ſelf abroad, I ſayv a large 


And ſpacious fornace flaming, and thereon 

A boyling caldron, round about whoſe verge 
Was 1ngreat letters ſet AFFLI@GT JON: 
"The greatnefle ſhew'd the oyyner, So 1 went 
To fetch a factifice out of my fold, 
Thinking with that, which1 did thus preſent, 


. To warm his love, which I did fear grew cold. 


Bur as my heart did tender it, the man 


, Who was to take it from me, ſlipt his hand, 


And threyy my heart into the ſcalding | 20's 


My heart, that brought it ( do you un erſtand? ) 
'The offerers heart. Tour heart was hard, I fear- 


Jnaced *tis true. I found a callous matter 
Began ro ſpread and to expatiare there: 

Bur with a richer drug, then ſcalding water, 
I bath'd ir often, ev'n with holy bloud, 
Which ata board,yhile mary 
A friend did ſteal into my cap for good, 
Ev n taken inwardly , and moſt divine 


k bare yvinez 


oſuppl 
ut of t| 
Into Wy 
hich 1 | 
It nt 


found t 
would | 
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olupple hardneſles, But at the length 
\- of the caldron getting, ſoon [ fled 
\ntowy houſe, where to repair the ſtrength 
<1 hid loſt, | haſted to my bed, 
x when [ choughe to flecp out all theſe faults 
(1 ſigh toſpeak) 
fund that ſome had ftut'd the bed with thoughts, 
would ſay thorns. Deare, could my heart not breaky 
n with my pleaſures ev'n my reſt was gone ? k 

| well I underſtood, who had been there: by 
x1 had giv'n the key to none, but one: = 
muſt be he. Tour beart was duh I fear. 
weed aflack and fleepie ſtate of minde - - 
jd oft poſſeſie me, ſo that when I pray'd, 
ang, my lips went, my heart did ſtay behunde, 
tall my ſcores yvere by another paid, 
hotook the debt upon him. Truly, Friend, 
Ir ought I heare, your Maſter ſhows t0 you 
re favour then you wor of- Mark the end. 
te Font did one ly,what was old, reve: 
be Caldron ſuppled, what was grown too hard- 
MW": Thorns did quicken, what was grown too dull r 

I did but ftrive to mend, what you had marr'd. 
WH Orrefore be cheer d; and praiſe him to the ful 

«h day, each houre, each moment of the weeks 
" faia would have you be, gew, tender, quick- 


«T Mans medley. 


HE hoy the birds do ling, 
þ | And woods do ring» 


«creatures have their joy: and man hath Jus. 
Yet if we rightly meaſure, 

Mans joy and pleaſure 
NT hereafter, then in preſent, 1s. | 
PRIN WED 2 T9 
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To this life things of ſenſe 


Make their pretence; 
Ia th'other Angels have aright by birth, 
Man ties them both alone, 
And makes them one, 


Wxh th'one hand touching heav'n,withth'otherexs 


L 45 tht 
| 6ghs 


{ muc 


In ſoul he mounts and flies, nave p 


In fleſh he dies. 
He wears a ſtuffe whoſe thread is courle and round, 
But trimm'd with curious lace, 
And ſhould take place 


Aftcr the trimming, not the ſtuffe and ground, 


ares h 
trobb 


teuits t 


Not, that he may not here Ws 


T aſte of the cheer, 
- But as birds drink, and ſtraight lift up their head, 
So muſt he fip and think 
Ot better drink 
He may attain to, after he is dead. 


here it 
lorie 4 


ers ha 


But as his joyes are double; "ky 


So is his trouble. 
| He hath two winters, other things but one: 
Both froſts and thopghts do wp, 

fo | And bite his lip ; 
And he of all things fears tyo deaths alone. 


Yetev'n the greateſt griefs 
May bercliets, 
Eould he but t..ke them right, and in the wayes 
 Happie is he, whoſe heart 
Hath found the art 
To rurn his double pains ro double praiſe. 
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& IT he Storm. 


15 the windes and waters here below 
Do flie and flow, 


| Gohs and tears as buſic were above; 
| Sure they would moye + 


{much affe& thee, as tempeſtuous times 
nzze poore mortals, and objeR their crimes, 


lerexr 


rounc; BY. :7e5 have their ſtorms, ev'n in 2 high degree , 
As well as we. 
trobbing conſcience ſpurred by remorle * 
Hath a ſtrange force: 
teuits the carth, and mounting more and morcg 
Jars to afſaulr thee, and beſiege thy doore. 
a 
0 Wir it ſtands knocking, to thy muſicks wrong, 
| And drowns the ſong. | 
Jorie and honour axe ſet by till it 
An anſwer get. 
vers have yyrong'd poore ſtorms: ſuch dayes are beſt; 
[ey purge the aire without, within the breaſt. 


| __ _ ——————_— —————_—_——_ 
© Paradiſe. 


blefſe thee, Lord, becauſe 1 6 k o w 
0s, [Fo nong thy trees , which ina ro w 
0 thee both fruit and order o W- 


We open force, or hidden CHARM - 
| n blaſt my fruit, or bring me HAR My 
Tt ule the inclolure 415 thine AR me 
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Incloſe me till for fear T's Tart; 


Be to me rather oy and TART, 
Then let me want thy hand & ak T. 


When thou doſt greater judgements 5pARE, 
And with thy knife but prune and part, 0 
Eyn fruitfull trees more fruitfull axs. 


Such ſharpnes ſhows the ſweeteſt pReND: 
Such cuttings rather heal then kx env: 
And ſuch beginnings touch their e vb. 


Wi | 
4 The Mcthod. 


P Qore heart, lament. 
For fince thy God refuſeth Kill, 
There is ſome rub, ſome diſcontent, 


Which cools his will. 


| Thy Father cond 

Quickly effie&, what thou doſt moye; 

For he 1s Power ; and ſure he would; 
'For he 1s Love. 


Go ſearch this thing, 
Tumble thy breaſt, and turn thy book. 
It thou hadſt loſt a glove or ring, 

Would thou not look? 


| What do I ſee 
Written above there? Y efterday 


 T did bhaye me careleſy, 


{0 ſuch 
ho 60 


Lite wl 
| had 4 
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And ſhould Gods eare 

{9 ſuch indifterents chained be, 

vhodo not their own motions heare? 


Is God leſle free? 


| 0 But ſtay! what's there? 
Late when I would have ſomething done, 


Ibad a metion to forbear, 
Tet 1 weat 0n. 


And ſhould Gods earc, 
Which needs not man, be ty'd ro thoſe ME 047, 
Who heare not him, but quickly heare 
His uttcr focs? 


Then once more pray: 
Down with thy knees, up with thy voice, 
&ek pardon firit, and God will [zy, 
Glad heart 1ejoyce. 


e Divinitic. 
5 men, for fear the ſtarres ſhould ſleep and nod, 
AnJ trip at night, haye ſpheres ſuppli'd; 


Asit a ſtarre were duller then a clod, 
Which knows his way without a guide: 


Jlt ſo the other heay'n they alſo ſerve, 


Divinities tranſcendent skic: 
Which with the edge of wit they cut and carve. 
Reaſon triumphs, and faith lics by. 


Could not that wifdome, which firſt broacht rhe Wincs 
Have thicken'd it with definitions? 
A\ng jagg'd his ſeamlefle coar, had that been fine, 
y With curious queſtions and diviſions? VOE 
F 4 G 
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But all the doftrine, which he taught and gaye, 
Was clcare as hcav'n, from whence ir camy 
Ar leſt thoſe beams of truth, which onely lave, | 
Surpaſle in brightnefle any flame. 
j 


Love Gol, and ove your ncighbour. Watch anprg. 
Do as ye would be done unto, 

Odark inſtruftions; cy'n as dark as day! 
Who can theſe Gordian knots undo? 


But he doth bid us take kis bloud for wine. 
Bid wha: he pleaſe; yet I am ſure, 

To tak» and rite winit he Goth there deſigne, 
Is all that faves, and not objwure, 


ES I LS 7-477 DANI 


Then burn thy Epicycles, fooliſh man; 
Break all thy ſphcres, and fave thy nead. 
Fuith needs no {tifft{: of fl:th, but ſtoutly can 
To heav'n alone both go, and lecade. 


Epheſ. 4. 30. 
Grieve not the Holy Spirit, &c. 


', A Nd art thou grieved, ſweet and ſacred Doves 
When I am ſowre, 
And croſle thy love? 
Grieyed for me? the God of ſtrength and power 
Griev'd for a worm, which when I urcad) 
1 paſle away and leaye it dead? 
f Thes 


ne, 


l Þrg. 
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len weep mine eyes, the God of love doth grieve: 
Weep fooliſh hearr, 
' And weeping live: 
xdeath is drie as duſt, Yer if ye part, 
End as the night, whoſe ſable hue 
Your finnes expreſle; melt into devy+ 


hen faycie mirth ſhall knock or call at doore, 
Cry out, Get hence, * 
Or cry no more. 

'mightie God doth grieve, he puts on ſenſe : 

I ſinne not to my grief alone, 

But to my Gods too; he doth grone, 


0atake thy Jute, and tune it to a ſtrain, 
Which may with thee 
All day complain. 
There can no diſcord butin ceaſing be. 
Marbles can weep; and ſurely ſtrings 
More boyels have, then ſuch hard things. 


-— 


Lord, T adjudge my ſelf to tears and grief, 
Ev'n endleſfle tears 
| Withour relief. 
a cleare ſpring for me no time forbears, 
But runnes, although I be not dric3 
I am no Cryſtall, what (hall 1? 


Ferif I wail not till, Gnce ill to wail 
Nature denies; 
And fleſh would fail, 
l my deſerts were maſters of munc eyes: 
Lord, pardon; for thy ſonne __ I 
Ny want of tears with Sore of bioud- 


F 5 « The 
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Hat doth this noiſe of thoughts within my h 

As if they had a og "OY Wor 

What do theſe loud complaints and pulling fear, : 
As if there were no rule or cares? 
| 

But, Lord, the houſe and familte are thine, 

| Though ſome of them repine. 
Turn out theſe w rs, which defile thy ſeat; Of c 
© For where thou dwelleR all is neat, fx 


- Firſt Peace and Silence all diſputes controll, 
Then Order plaies-the ſoul; 
And giving alt things their (et forms and hourtes, 
Makes of wilde woods ſweet walks and bowies YI x. 


Wol 
Humble Obedience nearc the doore doth ſtand, 
Expecting a command: 
:T hen whom in waiting nothing ſeems more ſow, 
Notlung more quick when the doth go. 
' Joyes oft arc there, and griefs as oft as joyes; But 
Bur griefs without a noiſe: The 
Net ſpeak they louder, then diſtemper'd fears. 
| What is ſo ſkgill as filcar tears? 
TT his is thy houſe, with theſe ir doth abound: 
And where theſe are not found, An 
Perhzpsthou com'ſt ſometimes, and for a day; Ar! 


But not to make a conſtant ſtay. 


F The 
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CF The Size: 
(;Ontent thee, greedie heart, 
tan F Modeſt and moderare joyes to,thoſe, that have 
Title to more hercafter when they part, 
Are paſling brave. 
Let th' upper ſprings into the low 
Deſcend and fall, and thou doſt floyy. 


What though ſome have a fraughe 
Of cloves and nutmegs, and in cinamon ſail; 
if thowhaſt wherewithall to ſpice a draught, 
When griefs prevail; 
And for the future time art heir 
To th' Iſle of ſpices? Is't nor fair? 


To be in both worlds full 


** | 1: morethen God was, who was hungrie here. 
WouldR thou bis laws of faſting diſagull? 
"of  EnaQt good cheer? 
Lay out thy joy, yet hope to ſave it?. * 
? Wouldſt thou bot eat thy cake,and have it? 


Great joyes are all at once; 
But little do reſerve themſelves for more: | 
Thoſe have their hopes;rheſe what they have renounceg 
And live on ſcore: 
Thoſe are at homez theſt journey (Hill, 
And meet the reſt on Sions hill. 


Thy Saviour ſentenc'd joy, 
And in the fleſh condemn'd itas unkit, 
Atleaſtin lump : for ſuch doth oft deſtroy; 
Whereas a bit 
Doth tice us on tv hopes of more, 


And for the preſent health reſtore, 


The Church, 
« The Familie, 


As if they bad apart? 
Whar do theſe loud complaints and pulling fean, 
As if there were no rule or cares? 


But, Lord, the houſe and familie are thine, 

| Though ſome of them repine. 
Turn cut rheſe 'w rs, which defile thy ſeat; 
7 For where thou dwelleſt all is neat, 


Firſt Peace and Silence all diſputes controll, 

| Then Order plaicsthe ſoul; 

'And giving allthings their ſer forms and houtes, 
Makes of wilde woods ſweet walks and bowie: 


Humble Obedience nearc the doore doth ſtand, 
Expecting a command: 
'T hen whom in waiting nothing ſeems more ſtow, 


Notlung more quick when the doth go. 


Joyes oft arc there, and griefs as oft as joycs; 
Bur griefs without a noiſe: 
Yet ſpeak they louder, then diſtemper'd fears. 
What is ſo ftgill as filcat tears? 


This is thy houſe, with theſe ir doth abound: 

And where theſe are not found, 
Perhzps thou com'ſt ſomerimes, and for a day; 
But not to make aconftant ſtay. 


Hat doth this noiſe of thoughts within my hear 


F The 


But 
Thc 


An« 
At] 


_ 
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«C The Size: 

(Ontenz thee, greedie heart, 

Modeſt and moderare joyes to thoſe, that have 
Title to more hercafter when they part, 

| Are paſling brave. 


Let th' upper ſprings into the low 
Deſcend and fall, and thou doſt flow. 


Whar though ſome have a fraughe 
Of cloves and nutmegs, and tm cinamon ſal;.. 
if thowhaſt wherewithall to ſpice a draught, 
When griefs prevail; 
And for the future time art heir 
To th' Iſle of ſpices? Is't nor fair? 


To bein both worlds full 
Is more then God was, who was hungrie here, 
WouldR thou his laws of faſting diſanull? 
$4  Enadt good cheer? 
Lay out thy joy, yet hope to ſave it?. * 
Wouldſt thou bot eat thy cake,and have it? 


Great joyes are all at once; 
But little do reſerve themſelves for more: 


Thoſe have their hopes;theſe what chey have renounce 


And live on ſcore: 
Thoſe are at homez theſt journey ill, _ 
And meet the reſt on Sions hill. 


Thy Saviour ſentenc'd joy, 
And in the fleſh conderan'd it as unfit, 
Atleaſt in lump : for ſuchdorh oft deſtroy; 
Whereas a þit 
Doth tice us on tv hopes of more, 
And for the preſent health reſtore, 
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A Chriſtians ſtate and caſe 
Ts not a corpulent, but a thinne and (pare, 
Net active renthe whoſe long and bonie face 
Content and carc 


Do ſcem to equally divide, The 

Like a pretender, not a bride, - 

T 

| Wherefore fit down, good heart; tal y 
Graſp not at much, for fear thou loſeſt all. 

If comforts fell according to deſert, 

" / They would great froſts and ſnows deſtroy: *I0 

For we ſhould count, Since the laſt joy. Born \ 

| Wy te: 

& | | And , 

Then cloſe again the ſeam, 7 

Which thou haſt open'd : do not ſpread thy robe X 


In hope of great things. Call ro minde thy dream, 
An carthly globe, Thy 
On whoſe meridian was engraven, | 
Th:ſe ſeas are tears, and heav'n the haven. 


: Then 
Toe 

gn i Fa 

no | En 
« Artillerie, 

/ A 5 Tone ev'ning (at before my cell, I an 


Me thoughts a itarre did ſhoot into my lap. 
I role, and ſhook my clothes, as knowing well, 
'I hat from ſmall fires comes oft no ſmall miſhnp- 
When ſuddenly I heard one ſay, 
Do axthou uſeft, diſobey, 
Expell good motions from thy breaſ?, 
Which have the face of fire, but end iareſl. | 
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pho had heard of muſick in the ſpheres, 
ku: nor of ſpecch in ſtarres, began ro mule: 
ktturning tomy God, whoſe miniſters 

The tarres and all things are; If 1 refuſe, 

' Dread Lord, ſaid 1, fo oft my good; 
Then I refuſe not ev*n with bloud 

To waſh away my ſtubborn thought: 
For 1 will do, or ſuffer what J ought. 


Bit T haye alſo ftarres and ſhooters too, 


& 


bam where thy ſervants both artilleries ufe.._ 


Jy tears and prayers night and day do wooe, 
And work up to thee; yet thou doſt retule, 
Nor, but I am (1 muſt ſay ſtill ) 
Much more oblig'd to do thy will, 
' Then thouto grant mine: but becaule 


Thy promiſe now hath ev'an ſet thee thy laws. 


Then we are ſhooters both, and thou doſt deigne 


Toenter combate yuth us, and cunteſt 


With chine own clay. But I would parley fain: 


Sunne not my arrows, and behold my breaft. 


Yetif thou ſhunneſt, I am thine: 
I mult be ſo, if 1am mane. 
There is no articling with thee: 

| ambut finite, yet thine infitely. 


Y1 
4 
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Rave roſe, ( alas! ) where art thou? inthe chai 
Where thou didit Jately ſo triumph and ſhine, 
A worm doth fit, whoſe many feet and hair 

Are the more foul, the more thou wer: divine, 


This, this hath done it, this did bite the root MW: that 
And bottome of the leaves: which when the winde le dif 
Did once perceive, it blevv them under foot, | 


Where rude unhallow'd ſteps do cruſh and grinde 
Their beauteous glories. Onely ſhreds of thee, 


And thoſe all bitten, in thy chair ] cc. 


Why doth my Mother bluſh? is ſhe the roſe, _ 
And ſhows it (0? Indeed Chriſts precious bloud px no 
Gave you a colour once; which when your foes 
Thought to let our, the blecding did you goods, 
And made you look much freſher then betare. 
Bur when debates and fretting jcalouſies | 
Did worm and work within you more and more, Lifan 
Your colour faded, and calamitics 
Turned your ruddie into pale and bleak: 
Your health and beautic both began'to break. 


For y\ 


Then did your ſcy'rall parts unlooſe and Rart: 
Which when your neighbours ſaw, like a north-winde, F yori 
'They ruſhed in, and caſt them in the dirt 
Where Pagans tread, O Mother deare and kinde; 2p] 
Where ſhall I get me eyes enouzh to Weep, 
As manyeyes as ſtarres? ſince it is night, 7 
And much of Afiaand Europe faſt aflecp, | 
Andev'nall Africk; would art leaſt I might 
With theſe two'poore ones lick up all the dev, 
Which falls by night, and poure it out for you! 


Ile) 
« Juſtice. | © 


de, 


T he Church, 135 


« Juſtice, 


Dreadfull Juſtice,whar a fright and terrour 
0 Walt thou of old, 
When ſinne and errour 
Did ſhow and ſhape thy looks to me, 
And through their glafle diſcolour thee! 
v thatdid but look up, was proud and bold, 


The diſhes of thy ballance ſeem'd to gape, 
; Like two great puts; 
The beam and icape 
Did like ſome tort'ring engine ſhove: 
Thy hand above did burn and glow, 
Danting the ſouteſt hearts, the proudeſt wits, 


Bt now that Chriſts purc vail preſents the fighr, 


I ſee no fears: 
Thy hand 1s white, 
T hy (cales like buckets,which attend 
And interchangeably deſcend , 
Lfung to heaven from this well of tears. 


For where before thou i]1 didſt call on meg 
Now I {till rouch 
And harp on thee. | 
Gods promiſes have made thee mine; 
| Why ſhould T juſtice now decline ? 
Aerinſt me there js none,burt for me much. - 


Pm ram 5 18 emma cnn cn 
The Pilgrimage. 
Travel d on,ſeeing the hull, where lay 
My expectation. 


A long it was and weary Way. 
The gloomy cave of Deſperation 


Ile on th' one, and on the other fide 
i 2 neo 9 2” The rock of Pride, And 


ts 
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And ſo I came to phanſtes medow ſtrow'd 
Wich many a flower: 
Fain would IT here have made abode, 
' But I was quicken'd by my houre, 
So to cares cops I came,and there got through 
With much ado, 


That led me to the wilde of paſſion,which | 
| Some call the wold; | 
A waſted place, but ſometimes rich. Then 
Here I was robb'd of all my gold, 
$iye one good Angell, which a friend had ti'd 
Cloſe to my fide. 


Kt length IT gotunto the gladſome hill, 
Where lay my hope, 
Where lay my heart; 1nd climbing ill, 
| When I kad gain'd the broyy and top, 
A lake of brackiſh waters on the ground 
Was all I found, 


With that abafh'd and truck with many a ſting My p 
Of (warming fears, 
I fell, and cry'd, Alas my Kang ; 
; Can both the way and end be tears? 
Yet taking heart I zoſe, and then percciy'd 
I was deceiy'd: Are 


My hull was further; ſo 1 flung away, 
Yet heard a crie 
Juſt as 1 went,Nove goes that way 
And lives : If that be all,faid I, Mor 
Atter fo foul a journey death is fair, 
'  Andbutachas. 
0 9-7-7010 T6 
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Threarried to obſerye the ſtrit decree 
| Of my deare God with all my power & might, 
But I was told by one, it could not be ; 
Y): 1 might truft in God to be my light. 


Tien will! I truſt, ſaid T, in him alone, 
Nay, ev'n to truſt 1n him,yvas alfo his: 
We mult confeſlezthat nothing is our own. 
Then I confefle that he my ſuccour is: 


Fu: to haye nioughr is ours, not-to contefle.._ 11k 
That we have nouzhe. I ſtood amarz'd at this, 
Much troubled, t:]1 1 heard a friend cxpreſic, 

Thit all things were more ours by being his, 

What Adam had, and forfeited for all, 
Chriſt keepzth now,who cannor fail.or fall. 


eq Complaining. 
1D? not beguile my heart, 
Becauſe thou art 
My power and wiſdome, Put me not tothame, 


\ Becauſe I am 
'Thy clay that weeps, thy duſt tharcalls. 


Thou art the Lord of glorie ; 
The deed and ſtorie 


Are both thy due : but I a filly flie, 
T hat live or dic 
(conn as the weather falls. 
| Art thou all juſtice, Lord? 
Shows not thy word 
More attributes? Am TI all throat or eycz 
To weep or cric? 


Have I no parts but thulc of griere Let 


\ J 
- > 
— 
= 
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Ler not thy wrathfull powsc 


| | Aﬀfli& my houre, 
My inch of life: or ler thy gracious power 


ContraQ my houre, 
That I may climbe and finde relief, 


& The Diſcharge, 


Why doſt thou prie, 

And turn, and leer, and with a licorous eye 
Look high and low ; 

And in thy lookings ftretch and grow? 


Haſt thou not made thy counts, and ſumm'd up all? 
| | D:d nor thy heart 
Give up the whole, and with the whole depart? 
Let what will fall: 
That which is paſt yyho can recall? 


Thy life is Gods, thy time to come is gone, 
And is his right, 
He is thy night at noon : he is at night 
Thy noon alone. 
The crop is his [oe he hath ſows. 


And well it was for thee, when this befell, 
That God did make 
Thy bufineſle his, and in thy life partake: 
| For thou canſ tell, 
If it be his once;all is well. 


One1y the preſent is thy part and fee. 
And happy thou, 
If, though thou didſt nor beat thy future brow, , 
T hou couldſt well ſec 
What preſent thingsrequur'd of thee- 


LU ke enquiring heart, what wouldſt thou know? | 


They 


Eith 
Ang 


ow? | 
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4k enovgh ; why fhouldſt thou further 292 
Thr EIT Raiſe not the ml ; 


0f future deprhs, bur drink the cleare and good, 


Dig not for wo 
In times to come; for it will grow. 


JF 11 and the preſent fit: if he provide, 


He breaks the ſquace. 


This houre 1s mine: if for the next I care, 
I grow too wide, 


And do encroach upon deaths fide, 


tor death each houre environs and ſurrounds. 


He that would knevy 


| IF Ard care tor furure chances, cannor go 


| Unto thyſe grounds, 
But through a. Church-yard which the bonds. 


Things preſent ſhrink and die: but they that ſpend 
Their thoughts and ſenſe 
On fucure grief , do not remove it thence, 
But it extend , 
And draw the bottome out an end. 


God chains the dog till night: wilt looſe the chain, | 
And wake thy ſorrow? 


Wilt thou foreſtall it, and now grieve to morroWs 
And then again 


Greive over freſhly all thy pain? 


Either grief will not come : or if it muſt, 
Do uot forecait. 


And yhile it cometh, it is almoſt paſt. 
Axvay diſtruſt: 


My God hath promig'd,he is _ Praiſe. 


— T- wv 
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© Praiſe. 
Ing of Glorie, King of Peace, 
| will love thee ; 


And that loye may never ceaſe, 
I will move thee. 


Thou haſt granted my requeſt, 
Thou hift heard me: 
T hou did note my working bread, 
Thou haſt ipar'd me, 


Wherefore with my utmoſt art 
I will fing thee, 
And the cream of all my heart 
' I willbringthce. 


Thouzh my finncs againſt me cricd, 

1] houdidſt cleare me; 
Andalone, when they replied, 

Thou didſt hcare me, 


Sey'n Whale dayes, not one in ſeven, | 
I will praiſe thee. 

In my heart, though not m heaven, 
I can raiſe thee. 


Thou grew'ſt ſoft and moiſt with tears, 


Thor: relentedſ : 
And when Juſtice call'd for fears, 


T houdiſſentedR. 


Small it is; in this POore ſort 


| |  Toenrollthee: 
Ey neternitie is too ſhorr 


To ecxtoll thee.. . 


« An 
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Ome, bring thy gift. If bleſſings were as ſloyy 
##+ mens returns, what would become of fools ? 
What haſt thou there? a heart? bur is it pure? | s 
Search well and ſec; for hearts have many holes, 

Yet one pure heart is nothing to beſtow: 
In Chril two natures mact to be thy cure. 


O that within us hearts had propagation, 
Fince nay oifts do challenge many hearts ! 
Yet one, if good, may title toa number; 

And ſingle . 290 grow fruitful by deſerts. - hs ng 
[npublick judgements one may be a nation 


And fence aplague, while others ſleep and ſlumber, 


But all ] fear is leſt thy heart diſpleaſe, 

As neither good, nor one: ſo cft divifions 

Thy luſts have made, and not thy luſts alone; 
Thy paſſions alſo have their ſet partitions. 
Theſe parcell out thy heart: recover theſe, 

And thou mayſt ofter many gifts un 0n&» 


There is a balſome, or indeed a bloud, | (cloſe 
Dropping from heav'n, which doth both cleanſe and 
All ſorts of wounds; of ſuch ſtrange force it 18, 

Sek our this All-heal, and ſeck no repoſe, 
Unill thou finde and uſe it tothy good: _ 
Then tring thy gift; and ler chy hymae berths; 


Since my ſadneſle 
Into gladnefle, 
Lord thou doſt cenvert, 
O accept | 
What thou haſt kept, 
As thy due deſert, : Had 


— 
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Had I many, 
HadlI any, 


, (For this heart is none ) 
All were thine 
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h And none of mine: 
Surely thine alone. rt 


Yer thy favour 

May give ſavour 
T 0 this poore oblation; 

And it raiſe 

To be thy praiſe, 
And be my alyation. 1 


. de i at... at. Att ts. —_— JR I IE 


—_— 


© Longing. 


4 'N F Ith ſick and famiſht eyes, 
With daubling knees and weary bones, 
To thee my cries, 
To thee my grones, 
To thee my fghs, my tears aſcend: 
'No cnd? 


My throat, my ſovl is hoarſe; 
My heart is wither'd ike a ground 
Which thou doſt curſc. 
My thoughts turn round, 
And make me giddic; Lord, I fall, 
| [+ | | | Vercalh 


From thee all pitic flows. 
Mothers are kinde, becauſe thou arr, 
And doſt difpoſe 
1 , \Tothemapart: 
Theg infants, them; and they ſuck thee 
_ | More free, 


Lord « 


Cate! 


Wark 


| Conh 


WY Ty 


Lord 
mo 
Ityp 


taſtt 


ls all 
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Bowels of pitie, heare! 

lord of my foul, love of my minde, 
Bow down thine earef 
Ler not the winde 

Fatter my words, and in the lame 

Thy name! 


Look on my ſotrowsround! 
Mark well my furnace 1 O what flames, 
What heats abcund ! 
What griefs, what ſhames ! 
J Conlider, Lord; Lord, bow thine eare, -- 


And heare! 


Lord Jcſu, thou didft boy 
J [iy dying head upon the tree: 
O be not now 
| More dead to me! 
Lord heare! Shell he that made the earc, 
Not heare? 


Behold, thy duſt doth ftirre, 
F [:moyes, it creeps, it aims at thee: 
Wilt thou deferre 
To ſuccour me, 
Thypile of duſt, yherein each crumme 
Sayes,.-Come + 


To thee help appertains. 
Hiſt thou left all things to their courſe, 
And laid the reins 
Upon the horle? 
4 all lockt 2 hath a finners plea 
"1 TN 
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Indeed the world's thy book, 
. Where all things have their leafe aſbgn'd; 
Yet a meck. look 
Hath interlin'd. 
[Thy board is full, yet humble gueſts 
| Finde neſts, 


Thou tarrieſt, while T die, 
And fall to nothing : thou doſt reigne, 
And rule on high, 
While I remain 
In bitter grief : yet am I ſtil'd 
Thy childe. 


Lord,did thou leave thy throne, 
Not to relieve? how can it be 
Thar thou art groyn 
T hus hard ty nc? 
Were finne alive, good cauſe there were 
To bcar, 


But now both fanne 1s dead, 
And all thy promiſes live and bide. 
., That wants his head; 


Theſe ſpeak and chudc, 
And mn thy boſome poure my tears, 
|; | As theirs, 


| Lord J xs rf, heare my heart, 
Which hath been broken now b long, 
That ev'ry part 
Hath gota tongne! 
Thy beggars grow; rid them away 
To day. 


— 


— 
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My love,my ſweetnelle, hearel 
j theſe thy teer, at whuch my hearr | 
Lies all the yeare, 
Pluck our thy dart, 
ud heal my troubled breaſt which cryes, 
Which dycs. 


mmm mmm enn———_—_ __—_—_—_—_—_—_— 
C The Bag. 


Way deſpair ; my gracious Lord doth heare. 
Though windes and waves allaulc my keel, 
He doth preſerve it : he doth ſteer, 
Ey'n when the boat ſeems moſt to reel. 
Ytorms are the triumph of his arr: 
Well may he cloſe his eyes,bur not his heart. 


Hitthou not heard, that my Lord Jesus di'd ? 
Then let me tell chee a ſtrange ſtorie. 
The God of r, 2s he did ride 
In his majeſtick robes of glorie, 
Reſoly'd to light ; and ſo one day 

tle did deſcend, undreſsjng all the yvay. 


The ſtarres his tire of lightand rings obtain'd, 
The cloud his bow;the firc his ſpear, 
The $ky his azure mantle gain'd. 
And whenthey ask'd, what he would wear ; 
He (mil'd and ſaid as he did go, 

lie had new clothes a making here below. 


When he was come, as travellers are wontz 
He did repair unto an inne. 
Both then,and after, many a brunt 
He did endure to cancell finne: 
And having giv'n the reſt before, 
' vn he gave up tus life ro pay our [corCe. 
FEA bs H4S G 
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Bur as he was returnine, there came one 
That ran od with a ſpear. 
He, who came hither all alone, 
Bringing nor man,nor arms, nor fear, * 
Receiv'd the bloyy upon his fide, 
And ſtraighthe turn'd,and to his brethren cry'd, 


If ye have any thing to ſend or write, 
(I have no bag, but here is room 
Linto my fathers hands and fight 
(Beleeve me) it ſhall ſafely come. 
"That I ſhall minde,what you imparr; 
| Look, you may put it very neare my heart. 


Or if hereafter any of my friends 
Will uſe me un thus kinde, the doore 
Shall till be opech ; what he ſends | 
I willpreſent,and ſomewhat more, 
Not to his hurt. Sighs will convey 
Any thing to me, Heark deſpair, away. 


i— —— —_ — _— — _—— 
The Jews. 


{$-Qore nation, whoſe ſyeer ſap, and juice 
Our cyens have purloin'd, and left you drie: 
Whoſe ſtreams we'got by the Apottles ſluce, 


Andule in baptiſme, while ye pine and die: W 
Whoby nor keeping once, became a debterz 
And now,by keeping loſe the letter: Min 


Oh that my prayers! mine, alas! | 
Oh that ſome Angel might a trumpet ſound; , 
Art which the Church falling upon 1 face 
Should crie ſo loud, untill the trump were drown'd, 
And 1 don crie 'of her deare Lord obtain, 
T har your fryeer ſap might come _ The 


but as* 


M 
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Struck the board, and cry'd, No more, 
I will abroad. 
What? ſhall I ever ſigh and pinc? 
{lines and life are free; free as thc rode, 
Y Looſe as the winde, as large as ſtore. 
Shall I be ſtill in (uit? 
Haye I no harveſt but a thorn 
Y Tolet me bloud, and not reſtore 
ſat I have loſt with cordiall fruit? 
| | Sure there was wine 
Beforc my ſighs did drie it; there was core: 
Before my tears did droyvmuit, | 
F b5theyeare onelyloſt to me? 
; Haye I no bayes to crown it? 
No flowers, no garlands gay 2 all blaſted? 
" FN waſted? 
Not ſo,my heart: bur there is fruit, 
{08 oy haſt hands. 
Recover all 19h-bloyen age 
m—_ 01 double pleaſures: his. 2 Cold tibos 
0 what is fit, and nor forſake thy cage, 
| Thy rope of ſands, | 
Much pertie thoughts have made, and made to thee 
Good cable; to enforce and draw, 
And be thy law, 
While thou didſt wink and wouldft nox ſees 
Away; take heed: 
| I will abroad. | 
Gillin thy deaths head there: tie up thy fears, 
'* He that forbears 
To ſuit and ſerve his need, - 
Deſerves his load. 
» Witas I rav'd and grew more fierce and wilds 
| At every word, 
Me thoughts I heard one calling, C hildes 


And Lieply'd, My Lord: 


9 


ke 
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\"WHirher away delight? 
Thou cam'it burnow; wilt thou ſo ſoon depart; 
And give me up to night? 
For many weeks of lingring pain and ſmart 
Burt one half houre of comfort for my hcart? 


Me thinks delight ſhould have 
More skill in muſick, and keep better rime. 
Wert thou a winde or wave, 
T hey quickly go and come with lefler crime: 
Flowers look avout, and dic not in their prime. 


Thy ſhort abode and ſtay 
Feeds not, bur addes to the defire of meat, 
| Lime begg'd of old ( they lay) 
A neighbour ſpring ro cool his inward heat; 


Which bythe ſprings acceſſe grey much moxe great. 


_ In hope of thee my heare | 
Pickt here and there a cumme, and would aot dit; 
But conſtant to his part 
When 3s my fears foretold this, did replic, 
A ſlender thread a gentle gueſt will cis. 


Yetif the heartthat wept 
Muſt ler thee go, return when it Joh knock, 
Although thy heap be kept 
For future times, the droppings of the ſtock 
May oft break forth, and never break the lock. 


- | IfThavemoreto ſpinne,* 
The wheel ſhall go, fo thar thy ſtay be ſhort, 
i Thou knowſt how grief and finne 
Diſturb the work. O make me not their ſports 
Who by thy coming may be made a court! 


- « Aſſurance, 


The Church. 


T Aſſurance. 


," O) Spockall birter thought! 

% IO biteclyfpitefull rhought! Couldit thou inven: 
Go high a torture? Is fuch poyſon bought? 
Doubrleſſey bur in rhe way of puniſhment, 

When wit contrives to meet with thee, 
No ſuch rank poyſon can there be. 


Thou ſaid' but ever now, 
That all was not (o fair, as 1 concciv'd, . _ 
Betwixt my God and me; that I allow 
And coin large hopes; bur, that I was deceiv'd: 
Either the league was broke, or neare it; 
And, that I had great cauſe to fear it. 


op = what to this? what'more 

at, ould poyſon, if it had a tongue, expreſic? 

P Whar is thy aim? wouldſt bhi the doorc 
Tocold deſpairs, and ing penhyenelle ? 

7 Wouldſt thouraiſe devits? I fee, I know, 


I writ thy purpoſe long ago. 


But T will co my Father, 
Who heard thee ſay it. O moſt Iracious Lord, 
If all the hope and comfor:t that I gather, 
Were from my (elf, T had not half a word, 
| Nothallf aletter to oppoſe 
What is obje&ed by my foes. 


But thou art my deſert: | 
And in this league, which now my foes invade, 
Thou art not onely to perform thy part, 
Bur alſo mine; as when the league was made 
Thou didſt ar once thy ſelf indite, * 
And hold my hand, while I did Witte+ 
ace 7/1 T9" 64 Wheretore 
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Wherefore if thou canſt fail, : 
'Thencan thy truth and I: but while rocks land, © 
And rivers ſ{tirre, thou canſt not ſhrink or qual: | 
Yea, when both rocks andall things ſhall disband, 5 Þ 

Then ſhalt thou be my rock and tower, ; 
' And make their ruine praiſe thy power. F 


Now fooliſh thought go on, 
Spin out thy thread, and make thereof a coat bo 
To hide thy ſhame: for thou haſt caſt a bone * Ru 
Which bounds on thee, and will not down thy throaty And 
What for itſelf love once began, of 
Now love and truth will end in man. | 


OE r= x; 


«| The Call. 


Ome, my Way, my Truth, my Life; 
Sucha Way, as gives us breath; 
Such a Truth, as ends all ſtrife : 
- And ſuch a Life, as killeth death. 


Come, my Light, my Feaſt, my Strengrh: 


Such a Light, as ſhows a feaſt: n” 
Such a Feaſt, as mends in length: 

ouch a Strength, as makes his gueſt. 

Come, my Joy, my Love, my Heart: | 
Such a Joy, as none can move : My 


Such a Love, as none can part: 
Sucha Heart, as joyes in love. Th 


& Claſping 


The Church. 


dy 


« Claſping of hands. 


Ord, thou art mine, and I amthine, 
Lt mine-I am : and thine much moxe, 
I Then I or ought, or can be mine. 

FJ Yo be thine, doth me reſtore, 

I Sothatagain Tnow am-mine, 

FJ And with advantage mine the more. 

Since this being mine, brings with it thine, 
And thou with me doſt thee reſtore. 

j If I without thee would be mine, 

I neither ſhould be mine uor thine. 
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Lord, I am thine, and thou art mine: 

I 50mine thou art, that ſomething more 

FJ 1may preſume thee mine, then thune. 

FJ For thou didſt ſuffer to reſtore 

FJ Notthee, burme, andro be mine: | 

FJ And with advantage mine the more, 

Since thou m death waſt none of thine, - 
J Yerthen as mine didſt me reſtorc. 

Obe mine fill! ill make me thine' 
JT Orrathermake no Thine and Mine! 


«7 Praile. 


| Br I will mean and ſpeak thy praiſe, 
bar nad Thy praiſe alone. 
My bufie heart ſhall ſpin it all my dayes : 

And when it ſtops for want of ſtore, 
Then will I Wing it with a ſigh or grone» 


That thou mayſt yet nave more: when 


ng i G 4 


— 
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When thou doſt favour any a&ion, 
, Ir runnes, it flies; 
All things concurre to give it a perfeRion. 
T hat which had but two legs before, 


When thou doſt blefie,hath rwelve:one wheel dochri ' 
T o twentie then, or more, 


But when thou doſt on bufineſſe blow, 


It hangy, i it clogs: 
Not all the teams of Albion in a row | 

Can halc or draw it out of doore, | IVY 
Legs ate but ſtumps, and Pharaohs wheels but logs, *J + 
And ſtruggling hinders more. -w 
"I Who 
Thouſands of things do thee emplo Ji 
| p Inrulin Fi | 4 no 
"This ſpacious globe: Angels: pe: on have their joy, - I 
Devils their rod, the ſea his ſhore, 4 ad 

The windes their ſtint: and yet when 1 did cal Y} 
Thou heardſi my call, and more» _ 
Tol 


Thave notloſt one ſingle tear : 
But when mine eyes- 
Did weep to heav'n, they found a bottle there 
( As we have boxcs for the poore) Br 
Readie to take them in; yer of a fi fize Ea, 
That would contain much more: 


Bur after thou hadſ lipt a drop 
From thy right eyes | 
(Which there did hang like ſtreamers 1 neare the top Ha 
Of ſome fair church to ſhow the ſore Let 
And bloudie battell which thou once didſt tric ) Le 
The glafle yas full and more- 


Wherefore 


oth r 


\£ 


- 


x Among my many had his full career, 


o 


'F Sire it would carrie with jt ey'n my heart, 
F kid both would runine untill they found a biere 


FJ But he hath ſporl'd the race; andgivin ro-anguiſh 
Tolinger in-me, and rogether languifh. 


I Wherefore I ling. Yet ſince my heart, 
; 0uhat T might ſome other hearts convert, 


J Andſo take upat ſe good ſKote:" 
| hk That to thy cheſts there might be coming im 


o 
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4 
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logs, | 
| I Who changeth all chings, as him pleaſeth beſt. 


- 


nm the worlds riches, W 
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Though preſs'd,runnes thin, 


Both all my praiſe, and more-! 


« Joſephs coat. 


[Y/ Ounded] ſing, tormented F indre,-- 
+ Thrown downlI fall into a bed,and reſt : 
ferrow hath chang'd its note: ſuch is his will, 


For well he knows, if bur one grief and ſmarr. 


To fetch the bodie; both being due to grief. 
One of Joyes coats, ticing it with relief 


Llive to ſhew his power, who once did bririg *- 
My jojes to weep, and now my griefst0 ſmg- 


OO — 


- 


« The Pulley-. 


V Vn God at firſtmide man; * | 


Haring a glafſe of bleſſings ſtanding bys 
et. id-he Y him a Ne» 
| us (Taid-ucY poure Ph. 10 erſed lic, 


Contradt into a ſpans 
[RY G * 


\& 
| W, 
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So ſtrength: firſt made a way; 
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Then beautie flow'd, then wiſdome, honourgleaſue:! 


When almoſt all was out, God made a ſtay, 
Perceiying that alone of all his treaſure 
o Reſt in the bottome lay. 


For if 1 ſhould (faid he) 
Beſtow this jewell alſo on my creature, 
He would adore my gifts in ſtead of me, _ 
And xcſt in Nature, not the God of Nature: 
[. So both ſhould loſers be. ; 


Yer let him keep the reft, 
But keep them with repining reſtleſneſſe: 
Ler him be rich and wearie, that at leaſt; 
If goodneflc leade him not, yet wearineſſe 
May toſle him to my breaſt. 


 — —_ 
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« The Prieſthood, 


Leſt Order, which in power doſtſoexcell, 
That withth'one hand thou lifteft to the $ky, 
 \Andwwith the other throweſt down to hell 
In thy juſt cenſures; fain would I draw nigh, 
Fain put thee on, exchanging my lay-ſword 

'-} Bog thatof th' holy word. 


But thou art fire, ſacred and hallow'd Gre 
And 1 butcarth and clay: ſhould Ipreſume 
'To wear thy habit, the ſeyere attirc 
My ſlender compoſitions might conſume, 
I am both foul and brittle ; much unkic 


. Todeal in holy Writ. 


Yet 


ealure? 


'Y And force of fire, what curious things are made 


| lapraifing nught, the poo 
yet 


The Church. 
Yet have I often ſeen,by cnnning hand 


Of wretched earth. Where once I ſcorn'd to ſtand, 
Thatearth is.fitted by the fire and trade —___ 


Ofskilfall artiſts, for the boards of thoſe 


Who make the braveſt ſhows... - 


Þ Butfince thoſe grear ones , be they ne're ſo great, 
F Come from the earth, from whence thoſe veſiels come; 
$0 that at once both feeder, diſh, and mear 


Haye one beginning and one finall ſumme: 


{ 1do not greatly wondet at the ſight, bl 


If carth in earth dehghet. 


But th' holy men of God ſuch veſſels are, 
Asſerve him up, who all the world commands: 


{ When God youchſafeth ro. become our fare, | 
I Their hands conuc y him; who conveys their hands. 
Owhat pure things, moſt pure 


muſt thoſe things be,» 


Who bring my God tome | 


Wherefore I dare not, T, put forth my hand 
To hold the Ark, although itſeem to ſhake | 
Through th'old finnes and new doftrines of our land - 
Onely, ſince God doth often veſlels make 
Utlowly matter for high uſes meer, 

1 throvy meat hus feet: 


There will I lie, untill my Maker ſeek | 


{ Forſome mean ſtuffe whereon to ſhow his Skill: 


Then is my time. The diſtance of the meek 
Doth flatter power. Leſt good come ſhort of 1 
re do by ſubmiſſion 


What pride by oppoſition. | 


- 
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«q The Search. 


; V VU Hither ©), whither art thou fled 3 
My Lord, my Love 2 
My ſearches are my daily bread; 
© Yet never prove. 


x56 


My knees pierce th'earth, mine cies the skie; 


And yet the ſphere 
 Andcentre both to me denie 
"i That thou art there. 


YercanT mark how herbs below 

. Grow green and gay, 
As if to meer thce they did know, 
WE While 1 decay. 


Yer can Imark how ſtarres above 

Sim and ſhine . 
As having keyes unto thy love, 

While poore ] pine. 


I ſent a fighto ſeek thee out, 
| Deep drayn 1n pain 5 
Wing'd like an arrow: but my ſcout 
| Returnsinyain. 


I tun'd another ( having ſtore) 
Into a grone;, 
Becauſe the ſearch was dumbe before: 
But all was one. 


Lord, doſt thou ſome new fabrick mold 
| Whickrfayour winncs, . 
And keeps thee preſent, leaving th' old 


_,  —_ __ _——— 
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J where is my God ? what hidden place ; 
: Conceals thee ſill ? 
'J What covert dare eclipſe thy face ? 

Is it thy will 2 


'J Olet not that of any thing , 
71 Let rather braſle, . 
J Orfice], or mountains be thy ring, . 
/ And 1 will pafle. 
| Thy will ſuch an intrenching is, - 
As paſſeth thought : 
1 Toicall ftrength, all ſubcilties _ | 
Are things of nyught, *- » 4 


Thy will ſuch/a ſtrange diſtance is,. 
| '  Asthattoir 
I Eftand Wefttouch, the poles do kifles | 
is And parallels mect. . 


Since then-my grief muſt be as large, 
As is thy ſpace, 
Thy diſtance from me ; ſee my charge, 
Lord, ſee my calc. ; 
Otake theſe barres, theſe lengths away 3 | 4 
| Tarn, and 6. 4 me:. .. 
Benot Almightie, lerme fay, 
Againſt; but for me.., 
When thou doſt turn, and wilt be neare3 
What edge ſo keeny | 
What point ſo piercing can appeare 
| To come Þ 


For as thy abſence doth excell - = 
All diſtance know": . 


Ne bear the bell ...- 


Making ty9 one. 
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My grief hath need of all the watry things, 

T hat nature hath produc'd. Let ev'ry vein 

Suck up 2 river to-ſupply mine eyes, 

My weary weeping eyes too drie for me, 
Unleſle they ger, new conduits,new ſupplies 

To, bear them outzand with my ſaw BITC. 
What are two ſhallow foords,two little ſpouts 
Of a lefle world? the greater is but ſmall, 

A narrow cupboard for my griefs and doubts, 
Which want proviſion in the midſt of all. 
Verſes,ye arc too finc a thing, too wile 

For my rough ſorrows: ceaſe,be dumbe and mute, 
Give up your feet and running to minc eyes, 
And keep your meaſures for ſome lovers lute, 
Whoſe gricf allows him mufick and a ryme: 
\ . For mine excludes both meaſure,rune, and time; . 
| Alas, my God! . 


-- 


CO 


q The Croſſe. 


Wh Hat is this ſtrange and uncouth thing? 
To make me ſigh, and ſeck, and faint, and die, 
Untill Thad ſome place, where I might ſing, 
_ And ſerve thee 3 and not onely I, 
Bur all my wealth and familic might combine 


Tot thy honour up, as our dchigne, 


And 


Who will give me tears?Come all ye ſprings, | 
Dwell in my head'& eyes: comeclouds,& ran: | 


Jl my abilities, my de 
J od lay my threatnings lecding on the ground, 


J frn whenmy 
I Thouturneſt th' edge of all rhings on me Kill, 


The Church. 59 
And then when after much delay, 


Finch wraſtling,many acombare, this deare end, 


{much defir'd, is giv'n, to take away _ 
My power to ſerve thee ; to unbend 
s confound, 


One agne dwelleth in my bones, 

JAoother in my foul (the memorie 

I\WhatI would do for theexf once my grones 

| Could be allow'd for harmonie) 

Jian inall a weak diſabled thing, . -- LED! - 
Jvc in the fight thereof, where ſtrength doth Ring, 


Beſides,things ſorr not to my will 
will doth tudie thy renown: 


Taking me up tothrow me down: 


9 that, ev*n when mv hopes ſeem to be ſped, 


| amto griet «... -, tochemas dead. 


To have my aim, and yet to be 


J Farther from it then when 1 ages jou 3 


To make my hopes my torture, and the tee. 
Of all my woes another wo, 


I lin the midſt &f delicates to need, 


And ey'n in Paradiſe to be a weed. 


Ah my deare Father, caſe my ſmart! 
Theſe contrarieties cruſh me:*theſe crofie aons 
Doc winde a rope about, and cur my-heart : 

And yet fince theſe thy contradictions 


Are properly a croſſe felt by thy ſonne,z 


With bu foure words, my.werds, Thy will be donte- 
wp 5 pat docs = « The 
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How fits, O Lordghow freetandcleas yt 

Are thy returns! ev'n as the flowers in ſpring; i} . 

To which, beſides their own demean, 

T he late-paſt froſts tributes of pleaſure bring, 
| Grief melts away 
Like ſnow in May, | 

A& if. there were uo ſuch. cold thing. , | the 


Who would have thought my ſhrivel'& here + © 
Could have recover'd greennefle? It was gone 
| Quite underground ; as flowers depart ; 

To (ce their mother-roqr, when they have bloyn ; 7 

| Where. they together Y 
f AH the hard weather, 47 
Dead- to the world, keep houſe unknawn.” . | 


Theſe are thy wonders, Lotd of "wh 
Killing and quickning,bringing down to hell 
And up to heaven in an hourc; {428 
Making a chiming of a paſſing-bell, _. 
| We ſay amifle, . 
This or that is: 
'Thy word is-all, if we could ſpelb. 


 O that Toncepaſt changing were, : 
Faſt in thy ware reno flower can with! } 
\ | Manya ſpring I ſhoot up fair, | 
Offring at hear ns gromiig and 2 ning thither: 

Nor doth my flower 

Want a ſpring-ſhorvre; 

My fancs and 1 janiag together; - 
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J Butwhile Igrow in a ſtraight line, 

Jil upyrards bent, as if heay'n were mine own, 
J Thy angercomes, and I decline: 

Yhhat froſKto t t? yrhar pole is not the zone, 
=o. Where all things burn, 
When thou doft turn, 


And the leaſt frown of thine is ſhown? 


And now inage I bud again, 

"I ker ſo many deaths I live and write; 

D I once more {ſmell the dew and rain, 
© add reliſhverfing :O my onely lighr, 
hereof ' Ircannot 

That I am he 

On whom thy tempeſts fell all-night, 


: T heſe are thy wonders, Lord of love, 
'] To make us fee we are but flowers that glide: 
A Which when we once can finde and proves 
'J Thou haſta garden for-us, where to bide. * 
| Who would be more, 
#100 Swelling through ſtore, | 
Forfeic their Paradiſe by their pride: 


Dotage.. 
> glozing plealures,casks of ha inefle; - 
| Fooliſh Ac. Greg womens and childrens wiſhes, 
I Ehifes in Arras , guilded emprinefle, 
J Stadows well mounted, dreams in a career, 
| Þ Embroider'd lyes,nothing berween two diſhes; 
"170 Theſe are the pleaſures heres 
{ True earneſt ſorrows, rooted .mileries, 
I Anguiſh in grain, vexations ripe and blown, 
I Suce-foored. priefs , ſolid calamitics, - 
J Plan Sana, evident and NW 
I fetching their proofs ey'n from the very bone; B 
WT TT Theſe are the ſorrows here- " 


lean 
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But oh the folly of diſtracted men, 


Who griefs in earneſt, joycs in =: urſue; 
Preferring, like brute beaſts, a -lothlome den 7 
Before a courr, ey'n that above o cleare, vp The | 
Where are noſorcows, but delights more true; F le 
Thea ouleries are here! 
u— — ent —oeny IR} Wammn , 
: *{7ufl 
C The Sonne, WH 
Er forrain nations of their language boaſt, | 
L What tine vyarierie each tongue affords; ' 7 
I like our Ia e, as our men and coaſt: F 
Who cannot drefle it well, want wit,not words. |] y5w 
Hovy neatly doe we give one onely name I 0, 


To parents iſſue and the ſunnes bright ſtarre! 
A ſonne is light and fruit; a fruitfull flame 
Chaſing the fathers dimnefle, carri'd farre 
9 From the firſt man inth* Eaſt,to freſh and new 
Weſtern diſcoy'ries of poſteritie, 
Soin one word our -Lords humilitie 
"We curn upon him in a ſenſe moſt true: 
For what Chriſt once in humbleneſle began, 
We him inglorie call, The Soune of Mn. 


© A true Hymne, 


IM joy, my tife;my crown! 
My heattr was m 4/8; the day, 
Somewhat it fain wonld ſay: 
And full it ranneth grow, np and down 


With onely this, My Joy, my fe, my rome Yet | 


— 
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Yet ſlight not theſe fey words: ] 


If truly ſaid, they may take part 
[ Among the beſt in arr. | 
Jrhe fineneſſe which a hymane or pſalme aftords, 


: 
I}; vhea the ſoul unto the lines accords. 


| He who craves all the minde, 
And all the ſoul, and ſtrength, and time, 
If the werds onely ryme, 
| )ultly complains, thar ſomewhat is behinde = 
To make his verſe,or write a hymne in kinde. 


| Whereas if th' heart be moved, 
Although the verſe be ſomewhat ſcant, 

| God doth ſupplie the want. 

{| tswhen th' heart ſaycs (ſighing to be approved) 
J 0,coul41 love! and ſtops: God wiriteth, Loved: 
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« The Anſwer. 


Y comforts drop and melt away like ſnow: 
I ſhake my head, and all the thoughts and ends, 
1 Which my fierce youth did bandie, fall and floyy 
J Like leaves about me; or like ſummer friends, 
Þ Elyesof eftares and ſunne-ſhine. Bur to all, 
J Whothink me eager, hot,und undertaking, 
FJ But in my proſecutions ſlack and ſmall; 
Asa young exhalation, newly waking, 
{ Scorns his firſt bed of dirt, and means the Sky; 
| Bur cooling by the way,grows purſe and flow 
J And ſetling ro a clond, doth live and die 
J Inthardark ſtate of tears: to all, that fo 
5 Show me,and ſerme, I have one reply, : 
Yor | Which they that know the reſt, know moſe then « A 


64 The Charch. 


q A Dialogue-Antheme; 
__ Chyiſtian, Death. 


Ehr. ALas, poore Death, where is thy glorie? 
Where is thy famous force, thy ancieatſting? ® 
Dea. Alas poore morralt,woid of ftorie, F 
G0 /pe/t and reade how | have kifl d thy King. þ 
Chr. Poore death! and who was hurt thereby? F 

Thy curſe being laid on him, makes thee accurſt. ! 

Dea. Let lofers talk: yer thou ſhalt die; (worlp 
Theſe arms ſhall cruſh thee. Chr.Spare not,do thy” 

T ſhall be one day better then before: 4 


Thou (o much worſe,that thou ſhalt be no mc 


wm 
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_ 
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7 The Water-courle. 


if B65 who doſt dwell and linger here below, 7 
Since the condition of this world is frail, | Fx 
Where of all plants affli ions ſooneſt grow; - wa 
If troubles overtake thee, do not wail: w | 

ife. | 


i \V 
For who:can look. for lefle, that Ioveth doh une 


© But rathex turn the pipe, and waters courſe "Bi 

To (erve.thy finnes, and furniſh thee with Rore 

Of (oy'raigne tears, ſpringing from true remorle:. 

'Tharſo inpurencfie . wil mayſt him adore, A 
(al 

Vl Self- * 


off Salvation--- 
Who gives to man, as he ſees fit 5 nation, 


' The Church. 65 
« Sclf-condemnation. 


T Hou who condemneſt Jewiſh hate, 
rchooſing Barabbas a murderer 
; Before the Lord of gloric; 
IJ Look back upon thine own eſtate, 
home thine eye ( that buſie wanderer ) 
T hat choice may be thy ſtorie. 


| IJ He that doth love, and love amiſle 
y? Miworldsdelights before true Chriſtian joy, 
Ic q Hath made a Jewiſh choice;, 
(worſp The world an ancient murderer is; | 
do thouſands of ſouls it hath and doth defiroy 
; With her enchanting voice. 
0 more 


 Hethathath made a forrie wedding 
Jrween his ſoul and gold, and hath preferr'd 

_ Falſe gain before the true, 

4 Hath done what he condemnes in reading: 

"be hath (old for money his deare Lord, 

And 154 Judas-Jew. 


Thus we prevent the laſt great day, 
$:id judge nr does, T hat licke, vetuch fin & paſſion 
: | Did before dimme and choke, 
Life, Y When once thoſe ſnuffes are ta'ne aways 
rife Wines bright and cleare, ev'n unto condemnation, 
Without excuſe or cloke. 


Since thou doſt love, yer ſrike; 


YET « Bitter-ſweet. 
nm Iildown, yer help afford; 


H my deare ieLord, 
eſf- y; Lil do the hike. oy 


I66 The Church, 
I will complain, yet praiſe; 

I will bewail, approve: 

And all my ſovre-ſweet dayes 

I will lament, and love. 


« The Glance. 


W Hen firſt thy ſweer and gracious eye 
Vouchſaf 'd ev'nin the midſt of youth and might 
To look upon me, who beforedid lie 

Weltring in finnez 

I fclr a ſugred itrange delight, 
Paſling all cordials made by any arr, 
Bedew, embalme, and overrunne my heart, 

And takeitin. 


Since that time many a bitter Korm 
My ſoul hath felt,ev'n able todeſtroy, 
Had the malicious and il mevning harm 
His ſwing and ſway: 
Bur ſtill thy f\yeer originall joy | 
Sprung from thine eye, did work within my ſoul, 
Agd ſurging griefs,yrhen they grew bold, controll; F Nay, 
|. Andgot theday. | 


IF 
\ 
Pt 


If thy ficſt glance ſo powerfull be, 
A mirth but open'd and ſeal up againz _ 
What wonders ſhall we feel, when we ſhall ſee 

Thyfull-ey'd love! - xe 
When thou ſhalt look us out of pain, 
And one alpeR of thine ſpend'in delight and 
. Moxe then athouſand ſunnes disburſe in light: 


Inheav'n aboye. 
@ The 


It 


l 


The Church. . 


e God of love my ſhepherd is, 
And he that doth me feed: 
vie he 1s mine ,and I am his, 
WhatcanT want or need? 


| 


leads me to the render graſſe, 
Where I both fecd and reſt; 
ſten to the ſtreams that geatly paſſe; 
; In both I have the bel 

tif I tray, be doth convert 
JT Andbring my minde in frame: 
$a all this not for my deſert, 
J But for his holy name. 


J'z,in deaths ſhadie black abode 

I Well may I walk, not fear: 

J' thou art with me; and thy rod 
To guide, thy affe to bear. 


$\:y, thou doſt make me fir and dunes 
J Ev'nin my enemies light: - 

Jy head wirh all my cup with wine 

1 Runnes over day and night. 


Kely thy feet and wondrous love 
Shall meaſure all my dayes; 


Yd as it never ſhall remove, 


So neither ſhall wy praile- 


2» 
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The Church. 


Marie Magdalene. 


Hen bleſied Marie wi f5m Saviours feer, 
( Whoſe precepts ſhe had trampled on before) 
Wore them for a jevyell on her head, © * 
Shewing his ſteps ſhould be the ſtreer, 
Wherein ſhe thenceforth evermore 
With penſive humbleneſe would live and tread: 


She being ſtain'd her (elf, why did ſhe firive bk 
To'make him clean, who could not be dcfil'd? ; 
Why kept ſhe not her tears for her own faults, F 
And not his feet? Though we could dive 
In tears like ſeas, our ſinnes are pil'd ; 
Deeper then they, in words, and works, and thougits. IF 1y d 


Deare ſoul, ſhe kneyy who did youchſafe and deigne | 

To bear her filth; and that her ſinnes did daſh 1 

Ev'n God himſelf : wherefore ſhe was not loth, YJ— 
As ſhe had brought wherewith to ſtain, 
Soto bring in wherewith to waſh: — Om 

And yet in wathing one ſhe waſhed both. | H 


163 


knot 


Aaron. 6 
HDOlinefſe on the head, q” 
Light and perfeRions on the breaft, | 
Harmonious bells below, raiſing the dead 
To leadethem unto life and reſt. Thi 
Thus aretrue Aarons drefſt. y 


Profaneneſle in my head, y wE 

Defe&s and darkneſie in my breaſt, 

A noiſe of paſſigns ringing me for dead 
, Unto aplite where is no reſt. 
Pore prieſt thus am] dreſt. ws 


I Onely 


The Charch, 169 


Onely another head 
I haye,another hearr and breaſt, 
another muſick, making live not dead, 
Without whom I could have no reſt; 
In him Iam well dreft. y 


3 


fore). 


Chriſt is my onely head, 
My alone onely heart and breaſt, 
Wy onely muſick, ftriking me eva dead; 
np That to the old man 1 may reſt, 

And be in him new dreſt. 


So holy in my head, | , - 
Perfe& and light in my deare breaſt, 
uphts, \ly doftrine tun'd by Chriſt, ( who 1s nor dead, 
| Bur lives in me while I do reſt) 
F110 Come people; Aaron's dreit, 


_—_ 


The Odour, 2.Cor.2. 
qd LTOw iweetly doth 2fy Mafer ſound! My Ma/terl 
| As Amber-ereelc leaves a rich tent 

t] nto the taſter: 


G9 do theſe words a feet contents 


F 
J in oriencall fragrancie, My Meſter. 


J ith theſe all day 1 do perfume my minde, 
| My minde ey'n thruſt 1nro them both: 
That I might finde 
What cordials make this curious broth, 


This broth of ſmells, that feeds and fars my munde. 


th Mafter, ſhall I ſpeak ? O that to thee 


My ſervant were alitle fo, 
af As fleſh may bez 


That theſe two words might creep & grow 
Tc :0MC Fegrec of ſpicineſſe - thee! led 


| » 


't 


- 


The Church. 


q Marie Magdalene. 


Hen bleſled Marie wi arr Saviours feer, * 
( Whoſe precepts ſhe had trampled on before) 
And wore them for a jewell on her head, © 
Shewing his ſteps ſhould be the ſtreer, 
Wherein ſhe thenceforth evermore 
With penſive humbleneſle would live and tread: 


She being ſtain'd her (clf, why did ſhe ftrive 
To make him clean, who could not be dcfil'd? 
Why kept ſhe not her tears for her own faults, 
And not his feet? Though we could dive 
Jn tears like (cas, our ſinnes are pil'd 
Deeper then they, in words, and works, and thoughts. i )1y 


Deare ſoul, ſhe knew who did vouchſafe and deigne | 
'To bear her filth; and that her ſinnes did daſh : 
Ey'n God himſelf : wherefore ſhe was not loth, 1— 
As ſhe had brought wherewith to ſtain, 
Soto bring in wherewith to waſh: 
And yet in waſhing one;the waſhed both. 
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«| Aaron. 


' HOlinefſe on the head * J's 

Light and perfe&ions on the breaft, 
Harmonious bells below, raiſing the dead 
To leade them unto life and reſt. Th! 
Thus aretrue Aarons dreſt. Thi 


Profanenefle in my head, x My 

Defects and darkneſſe in my breaſt, 

A noiſe of paſſions ringing me Ge dead 
? Unto aplace where is no reſt. ! 
Poore prieſt thus am] dreſt, wy 


The Charch, 


Onely another head 
I haye,another hearr and hreaſt, 
Pal [T0 mulick, making live not dead, 
ore) Without ywhom I could have no reſt: 
In him Iam well drcft, : 


Chriſt is my onely head, 
f My alone onely heart and breaſt, 
Wy onely muſick, ſtriking me ev'n dead; 
| That to the old man I mayreſt, 
And be in him new dreſt. 


"0 _ BLanxs. TE -x 


. So holy in my head, 

. Perfe& and lightin my deare breaſt, 
ughts. ity doctrine tun'd by Chriſt, ( who 1s not dead, 
: Bur lives in me while I do reft_) 

Jie 6 Come people; Aaron's dreit, 


« The Odour, 2.Cor.2. 
$ LJ Ow iweetly doth 2/y Maſter ſound! My Maſter} 
As Amber-greele leaves a rich tent 
U nto the taſter: 
So do theſe words a ſweet contents 


in orientall fragrancie, My Maſter. 


f? 
m— 
— 

* 


J ith theſe all day 1 do perfume my minde, 
My minde ev'n thruſt into them both: 
That I might finde 


What cordials make this curious broth, 
This broth of ſmells, that feeds and fars my munde. 


My Maſter, ſhall I ſpeak ? O that to chee 
My ſervant were alittle fo, 


As fleſh may bez — 
| That theſe two words might creep & grow 
Is :ome gegrec of ſpicineſſe b- thee! a 


ely 


=_ 
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Then ſhould the Pomandes, which was before 
| A ſpeaking ſweet, mend by refle&ion, &y'1 


tell me more : [ps 
For pardon of my imperfe&ion 61 

Would warm and work it ſweeter then before, 
For when My Maſter, which alone is (weet, Anc 


Andeyv'n in my unworthineſle pleaſing, 
Shall call and meet, J Fart 


| My ſervant, as thee not diſpleaſing, But 
That call is but the breathing of the ſweet. - 
( 


This breathing would with gains by ſweetning me | 
| (As fret things traffick when they meet) if yy 


Retnra to thee. 
Ando this new commerce and feet Y 1.0 
Should all my life employ, and bukie me. Yd Hor 
{4608 WA hs | ooh ne " | 1. ; Hat 
« The Foll. | bh 
If we could (ce below J 4nd 
The ſphere of vertue, and each ſlaning grace 

As plainly as that above doth ſhow G Ie: 
T his were the better $kie, the brighter place. I wir 
i. God hath made ſtarres the foil IF Let 
To ſet off vertues; griefs to ſet off finning: J in 

Yet in this wretched world yyc toil, 
As if grief vere not foul, nor vertue winning. beat 


— 
Ms 


q TheForerunners. 
"T' harbingers are come.' Ser, ſee their mark; 
.,,» Whute is theircolour, and behold my head- 
Bur muſt they have my brain ? muſt they diſpark 
Thiſe ſparkling notions, which therein were bred? $ ; 
'  Multdulnefleturn me to a clod? 
Yet have they left me, T how art ſtill my G04. 


— 


The Church; 


Good men ye be, to leave me my beft room, 
Ey nall my heart, and what is lodged there: 
[paſſe nor, I, what of the reft become, 
$ Thou art ſtill my God, be out of fear. 

He will be pleaſed with thar dittie 


And if I pleaſe him, I write fine and wirttic. 


J Farewe [1 (yet phraſes, lovely metaphors. 
Bat will ye leave me thus? when ye before 
Of ſtews and brothels onely kneyv the doores, - 
J Then did I waſh you with my tears, and more, 
me Broveti you to Church well dreſt and clad? 


vw 


meet) MF My God muſt have my beſt, evy'n all I had. 


q Loucly enchanting languaee, ſugar<canc, 
q Hony F roles, Mats wok Pu flie ? 
— 4 Hath ſome fond lover tic'd thee to thy bane ? 
J And wilt thou leave the Church, and love a ſtie ? 
Fic, thou wilr foil thy broider'd coar, 
And hurt thy ſelf, and him that fings the note. 


J Let foolith lovers, if they will love dung, 
With canyas, not with arras clothe'their ſhame: 
oil I} Letfollie ſpeak in her oyn native tongue. 
I True beautie dwells on high: ours is a flame 
| Bur borrow'd thence to light us thicher, 


Y Bcautic and beautcous words ſhould g0 together. 


q Yetif you go, I paſſe not; take pu way: 
For, T ho art {till my God, 152 that ye 
Perhaps with more embelliſhment can ſays 
Go birds of ſpring; let winter have his tee, = 

Let a bleak paleneſſe chalk the doore, 


$o all within be livelicr then before. 
H 2 « The. 
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j 172 a The Church, 
«] The Roſe. 


Px me not to take more pleaſure 
In this world of fugred lies, 
And to ule a larger meaſure 


Then my {trict, yet welcome Ke, 


Euſt, there is no pleaſure here: 


Colour'd griefs indeed there are, 


Bluſhing woes, that look as clearc 
As if they could beaute ſpare, 


- Or if ſuch deceitts there be, 
Such delights I meant to ſay; 
"There are no ſuch things to me, 


Who have paſs'd my right away. 


But I will not much oppoſe 
Unto.what you now adviſc” 

Onely take this gentle roſe, 7 
And therein my anſwer lies. 


What is fairer then a roſe > 
What is ſweeter ? yct it purgeth, 
Purgings enmitic diſcloſe, 
Ennutie forbearance urgeth, 


If then all that worldlings prize 
Be contracted to a roſc; 
Iweetly there indecd it lies, 
But it biteth in the cloſe, 


So this flower doth judge and ſentence 


Worldly joyes to be a (cqurge: 
For they all produce repentance, 


And repentance 15 a ptyge, 


\ 


The Church, 


Bat I health; not phyſick chooſe : 
Onely though 1 you oppole, 
Say that farrly Iretule, 
For my an{yer41s aroſe, 


« Diſcipline, 
Hrow away thy rod, | 
' Throw away thy wrath: ? 


' Oy God, 
Take the gentle path, 


For my hearts deſire 
Lato thine is bent: 

I aſpire 
Toa full conſent, 


Not a word or look 
Iaftetto own , 

But by book, 
And thy book alone, 


Though [ fail, weep: 
Though I haltin pace, 

Yer | creep 
To the throne of grace. 


Then let wrath remcve; 
Love will do the deed: 

For with lv. . 
Stonie hearts will bleed. 


Loye is ſwift of foot; 
Love's a man of ywarre, 
And can ſhoct, 


W And can hit from _ vy Ws 


\ 
I 


1794 The Church, 
Who can ſcape his bow? 
That which wrought on thee, 
Brought thee loyy, 
Necds muſt york on me. 


Throw away thy red; 

"Though man frailtics hath, 
Thou art God: 

'Throw away thy wrath. 


The Invitation, 
Ome ye huther all, whoſe taſte 
C Is your waſte; 
Save your coſt, and mend your fare, 
God is here prepar'd and dreſt, 
| And the feaſt, 
God, in whom all dainties axe, 


Come ye hither all, whom wine 
Doth define, 
Naming you not to your good: 
Weep what ye hays drunk amiſle, 
And drink this, | 
Which before ye drink is bloud. 


Come ye huther all, whom pain 
Doth arraignez 
Bringing all-your ſinnes tv ſight: 
[Taſte and fear not: God is here 
In this cheer, 
Andon finne doth caſt the fright. 


Come yc hither all, whom joy 

Doth deſtroy, 
While ye graze without your bounds: 
Mere is joy that drowneth quite 
| Your delight, . 
$43 Loud the loyyer grounds, = 


The Churth, 


Come ye hither all, whoſe love 
Is your dove, 
And exalts you to the Skie: _ 
Here is love, which _"_ breath 
Ev'n in death, 
After death can never die. 


'Lord I have invited all, 
And I ſhall 


Still invite, ſill call to thee : | 
For it ſcems but juſt and right 

: In my fight, 

J Where is all, there all ſhould be. 


_ hmmm Rr 
: «7 The Banquet. 
JA Hcome ſyveet and ſacred cheer, 


Welcome deare ; 
| o_D. 0s in me, live _ dwell : 
Fe neatneſſe paſil ts. 
f i hy afohs 


i 


Ws 
Pafſeth tongue to taſte or tell, 


O what fiveetnefſe from the bowl 
Fills my ſoul, 

ch as is, and makes divine: 

Is ſome ſtarre (fled from the ſphere) 
Melted eres 


As we ſugar melt in wine ? 


' Or hath freetneſſe in the bread 
Made a head 


th, ſubdue the ſmell 19 _— ring 
owers,and eSz1N ers &f 
rs,and gumm "Ml Pie livings 
| Leſt the enemic ſhould > | Doubts, 


—  ———— 


276 The Church. 
Doubtleſ&, neither ſtarre nor flower 


Hath the poyyer 


Such 3 ({weetneſſe to impart : 

Onely God, who gives perfumes, 
Eteth aſſumes , 

And with i perfumes my heart. 


But as Pomanders and wood 

Still are good, 
Yet being bruis'd are berter ſenred: 
God, to ſhow how farre his love 
. Could tmproye, 
Here, as broken , 3s preſented, 


When I had forgot my birth, 

And on earth 
In delights of earth was drown'd ; 
Gad took bloud, and needs ywould be 
| | Spilt with me, 
. And ſo found me oa the ground. 


. , » 
Having rais'd me to look up, 


Fe Ina cu 
Sweetly he doth meet my the. 
Bur I ſtill being low and ſhort, 


| | Farre from court, 
Wine becomes a wing at laſt, 


For with it alone I flie 


__..,. Totheskie: 
Where I wipe mine eyes,and ſee 


 * What] ſeek, for what 1 ſue ; 


Him I view, 
Who hath done ſo much "Rigid f 
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The Church. 


Let the wonder of this pitie 
Be my dittic, 
And take up my lines and hfe : 
Hearken under pain of death, 
Hands and breath; 
Strive in this, and loye tlic ſtrife, 


L . 
Ta 
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<q The Pofl C. 


Ec wits conteft , 

| 410 with theirwords and poſies 6 £3} 9 BUR fill; 
Leſſe then the leaſe 

f | of «lt thy mercies, is my polic fill. 


% 
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This on my ring, 

q 1his by my pidture, in my book I write: 
Whether I ing, 

J Oc ſay, or difare, this is my delight. 


Invention reſt, 

J Compariſons go play, wit ule thy will: 
Leſſe then the leaſt 
Ui all Gods mercies, is my polie fill, 


# 
— 
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| q A Parodie, 
ous joy, when thou.art gone, 
| And I alone, 
Which cannot be, 
Becauſe thou doſt abide with me, 
And I depend on thee ; 


Yer when thou doſt ſuppreſie 
The cheerfulneiie - 


Of thy abode, 
And in my powers riot ftirre abroad, 
- © | Bur leaye me to my 1936: 


478 The Church. 
| O yyhat a damp and ſhade 
| Do invade! 
No ſtormie night | 0 
Can ſo aMli& or fo ay 4 + 
" x As thy eclipſed light. 


Ah Lord! do not withdrayyv , 


Leſt want of aw IV 
Make Sinne appeare; - | * 
And when thou doſt bur ſhine leſlie cleare, 3 


Say, that thou art not here, 


And then what life T have, ' BW 
While Sinne doth rave, | | 
And falſly boaſt, 
* That I may ſcek, but thouart loſt ; 
' Thouand alone thou know'ſ, 


O yehat a deadly cold 
A Doth me infold! 
I half beleeve, 
[That Sinne (ayes true; bur while I grieve; 
Thoucom'ſt and doſtrelieve. 


The Elixer. 
Each me, my God and Ki 
Taxa things thee to hes 
Aad what I do in any thing , 
To doit as for thee ; 


Not rudely,as a beaſt, 
| Torunneinto an aRion; 
Bur Rill to make thee |, 


Andgive it his pegteQion, 


lag] 3 © rm JO < = fe - 


The Charch. 


A man that looks on glaſle, > 
On it may ſtay his eye ; 

Or if he pleaſcth, through ir paſſe, - 
| | And theathe heav'n eſpie, 


All may of thee. partake: 

] Nothing can be ſo mean, - f 
J Which with his tinure (for thy ſake) 
Will not grow bright and clean. 


A ſervant with this clauſe 

: Makes drudgerie divine :- | 2 
q Who ſweeps a room, as for thy Jaws, 
Makes that and th' action fine. 


This is the famous ſtone 


Thar turneth all to gold: 
For that which God doth touch and own 
Cannor for lefle be told. 


q A Wreath. 


Wreathed garland of deſerved pros [ 
A of iſe deſerved, unto thee I give, 
I giveto thee, who knoweſt all my wayes, - 
My crooked winding wayes, wherein I uve, 
Wherein I die, not live: for life is ſtraight, 
Straight 2s a line, and ever tends to thee, __ 
To thee, who art more farre above deceit, 
Then deceit ſeems above ſimplicitie. | 
'Give me ſimplicirie, that T may live, : 
So live and like, that I may know thy Wayes, 
Knove them and praRiſe them: then ſhall Te Go 
For this pooge vreath,givether a crown 98 Pro nn, 


- - _.D <> 
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, 280 The. Church, 
« Death, 


D 


Eath, thou waſt once an uncouth hideous thins 


Nothing but bones, 
The (ad efte& of ſadder grones: 


ef, 


Thy mouth was open,but thou could not (ing, G 
For we conlider'd thee as at ſome ſix tis 
Or ten yeares hencc, 

After the lofle of life and ſen(c, 
Fleſh being turn'd to duſt, and bones to Ricks, P 
We lookt on this fide of thee,ſhooting ſhort;, | " 
Wherc we did finde | 
'T he ſhells of fledge ſouls left behinde, 
Dry dult, which ſh:ds no tears, but may extort. 
L 
But fince our Saviow's death did put ſome bloud - 
| Into thy face F 
Thou ar: grown fair and full of grace, R 
Muth in requeſt, much fought for,as 2 g00d. 
For we dd now behold thee gay and glad, | Sc 
As at dooms-day ;, A 
When ſouls ſhall wear their newaray, of 
Ardall thy bones with beautie ſhall be clad. if 
Therefore we can ngo die as {{cep, and truſt 
| Half that we have V 


| Untoa an: honeſt faithfull grave ; |! P 
Maktung our pliowseither down, of « duſt. 


© Dooms: 


' SES 
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q Dooms-day. 


| (Oe aways 
. Make nodelay. 
Summon all the duft to riſe, 


| Till it ſtirre, and rubbe rhe eyes; 


While this member jogs the other, 


{ Each one Whiſpring, Live you brother? 


Come away, 
Make this the day. 
Duſt , alas, no muſick feels, 
But thy trumper: then ir kneels,| 
As pecular notes and ſtrains 


| Cure T'aragculacs raging pains. 


Come away, 
O make no ſtay! 
Let the graves make their confefſion, 
Leſt at length they plead poſſeſlion: 
Fleſhes ſtubbornneſſe may have 
Read that leflon to the grave. 


| Come away, 
Thy flock doth ſtray. 


| /Some to windes their bodie lend, 


And in them may drown a friend: 
Some in noiſome yapours grow 
Toa plague and publick wo. 
Come away, 
Help our decay. 
Man 1s out of order hurt'd, 
Parcel'd out to all the world. 
Lord, thy broken conſort raile, 
And the mulick thall be praiſe, 
| 


« Judge- 
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Judgement. Lg 
Lmightic e,how ſhall poore wretches b ck 
mg Jorg Thy Areddfull look, doe 
Able a heart of iron to appall, Light 


When thou ſhalt call 
For ey'ry mans peculiar book? 


What others mean to do, I know not well; 
Yet I heare tell, 

"That ſome will turn thee to ſome leaves therein 
So void of ſ{inne, 


Thar they in merit ſhall excel. 


But I reſolve, when thou ſhalt call for mine, 
That to decline, Prey 
Aad thruſt a Teſtament into thy hand: lf - 
| Ler that be ſcann'd. 
There thou ſhalt finde my faults are thine. Agr 


Heaven. Lon 
Who will how me - delights on high? 
£cho I. 
TT hou Echo,thou art mortall, all nzen know. Tn 
Eo | N0 
Wert thou nor born among ea trees and leaves 
Echo. Leaves, | vo 
And are there any leaves, that ſtill abide? | 
Echo. Bide. 
What leaves are they? impart the matter wholly. 
Echo. Ho 
Are holy leaves the Echo then of bliſſe? v 
Echo. Tes. 
Theatell me, what is that ſupreme Slight 
Echo. Light, 


Light 
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Light to the minde: yhac ſhall the yyill enjoy? 
Echo. T9: 
@ Bucare there cares and bulineſſe with the pleaſixe> 
Echo, pr” we Ty 
Loht, JOY and leiſure; but ſhall they pe eyer? 
Echo. Ever. 


CE Love. 
Ove bade me welcome: yt my ſoul dreyy back, 
d PP 


Guiltte of duſt and finne. 
But quick-cy'd Love, cone en 7 grow ſlack 
From my tirit entrance ing 

| Drew nearer 40 me, ſweetly queſtioning, 


If Llack'd any thing. 


A gueſt, I anfrer'd, worthy to be here: 
| Love ſaid, you ſhall be he, 
Ithe unkinde, ungratefull? Ah my deare, 
| I cannot look on thee. 
Lore took my hand, and ſmiling did reply, 
Who made the eyes but I? 


TruthLord, but I have marr'd them: ler my ſhame 
Go where it doth deſerve. 
And knovy you not, ſayes Love, who bore the blame? 
My deare, then I will ſerve. 
| You nivft fit down, ſayes Love, and taſte my meat: 
| $0 Edid fir and cat. 


FINIS 


Clorie be to God on high, and on earth 
| | peace, good will towards men, 


_ , >” Oo —— —— = 2 
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WEEN; Lmightic Lord,who from thy glorious 

Jon ' throne 

2) A \EZ Sceſt and rulcſt all things ey'nas one: ToE 

>> _ S225 The ſmalleſt ant or arome knows thy wor 
\ 7, af _- | power, | W bi: 
T5 7>9WBFKnown alſo tocach minute of an hoare: W The 

Much more do Commori-weals acknowledge thee, WW yy}, 


And wrap their policies in thy decree, Mad 
Complying with thy counſels, doing nought Gf! 
Whuch Joth not meet with an eternall thought, Ni 
But aboye all, thy Church and Spouſe doth proye Suck 
Not the decrees of poyver, but bands of love. For 
' Early d1dit thou ariſe to plant this vine, Hoy 


Whuch mught the more indeare it to be thine, 

Spices come from the Eaſt; (o did thy Spoule, 

1 rimme as the light, ſweet as the laden boughs 
, Of Noabs ſhadic yine, chaſte as the dovyc; 

Prepar'd and fitted to receive thy love, | 

» The courfe was weſtward, that the ſunne might light 

As well our underſtanding as our fight. 
Where th' Ark did reſt, there Abrahars began 

'To bring the other Ark from Canaan. 

M{oſes puriu'd this; but King Solomor 

Firuth'd and fixt the old religion. | 
When it grew looſe, the Jeyvs did hope in vain 

By nailing Chriſt to faſenit again, 

But to the Genciles he bore croſle and all, 
Rendinz with carthquzkes the partition-wall: 
Onely whereas the Ark in eloric Thone, 
Now with the crofle, as yith a ſtafe, alone 
Religion, like a pilgrime, weſtyard bent, 


Knock. IN V 
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Knocking at all doores, ever as ſhe wene. 
Yet as the ſunne, though forward be his flight, 
Liſtens behinde him, and allows ſome light, 
Tillall depart ; ſo went the Church her way, 
Letting, while one foot ſtept, the other ſtay 
Among the eaſtern nations tor a time, | 
Till both remoyed tothe weftern clime. 
To Egypt firſt ſhe came, where they did prove 
Wonders of anger once, but now of love, 
WINE The ten Commandments there did flourith more 
py Then the ten buccer plagues had dane before. 
2 BEloly Macarixs and great Authonie 
Made Pharaoh Moſes, changing uh' hiſtorie. 
Gſb:n was darknefle, Egypt full of lights, 
Ni#u; for monſters brought forth Iſraelites. 
; Such power hath mightic Bapriſme to produce 
For things miſshapen, things of higheſt uſe, 
How deare to me, 0 God, thy counſels are \ 
Who may with thee compare ? 
Religion thence fled into Greece, where arts 
| Gave her the higheſt place inall mens hearts, 
Learning was pos'd, Philoſophie yas ſer, 
fs Sophiſters taken in a fiſhers ner. * 
2 8 Plato and Ariſtotle were at alofle, _ 
And wheel'd about again to ſpell cbriſt- Croſſe. 
Prayers chas'd ſyllogiſmes into their de2, 
And Ergo was transform'd into Amen. 
Thou | Greece took horſe as ſoon as Egypt did; 
And Kome as both; yer Fay faſter rid, 
And ſpent her period and prefixed time = 
Before the other. Grecce balk paſt her grime, 
Religion went to Rowe, ſubduing thole, = 
Who, that they might ſubdue, made all their foes. 
The Warricr his deere skarres no more reſounds , 
But ſeems to yeeld Chriſt hath the greater wounds) 
Wounds willingly endur'd ro work his blifte, 
Who by an ambuſhloſt his Paravile. 
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The great heart ſtoops, and taketh from the duſt 
A ſad repentance, not the ſpoils of luſt : 
Quirting his ſpear, leſt it ſhould pierce again 
Him in his members, who for him was ſlain. 
T he Shepherds hook grew to a ſcepter here , 
Giving nevy names and numbers to the yeare, 
Bur tht Empire dwelt in Greece, to comfort thera 
Who were cut ſhort in Alexangders ſtemme. 
In both of theſe Prowefle and Arts did tame 
And tune niens hearts againft the Goſpel came. 
Which ufing, and not fearing s$kill in th' one, 
Or ſtrength in th' other, did ereQ her throne, 
Many a rent and ſtruggling th' Empire knevy, 
( As dying things are yon) untill it flew 
At length tu Germanie, ſtill weſtward bending, 
And there the Churches feſtiyall attending; 
That as before Empire and Arts made way, 
(For no lefle Harbingers would ſerve then they) 
So they might ſtill, and point usour the place 
Where firſt theChurch ſhould raiſe her down-caſ face, 
Strength levels-grounds, Art makesa garden there; 
Then ſhowres Relizion, and makes all to bear. 
Spajnin the Empire ſhard with Germazic, 
But Englandin the higher viRorie: 
Giving the Church a crown to keep her Kate, 
And not go left then ſhe had done of late. 
Conftazvtin:s Britiſh line meant this of old, 
And did this myſterie wrap up and fold 
Within a ſheer of paper, which vas rent 
From times great Chronicle , and hither ſent. 
Thus both the Church and Sunne together ran . 
Unto the fartheſt old meridian. 
How geare tome, 0 God, thy counſels are ! 

1 ho may with thee compare # 
Much about one and the ſame time and place, 
Both where and when the Church began her _ js 
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Sinne did ſer out of Eaſtern Babylon, | 

And travell'd weſtward allo : journeying on 

{Hechid the Church away, x won ee he came; 
Breaking her peace,and tainting her good name, 
At firſt he got to Egypt, and did ſoy 

| Gardens of gods, which ey'ry yeare.did grow, 

mM Fcclhand fine deities, They were atgreat coſt, 
Who for a god clearely a ſaller loſt, 

Ah,vhat a thing is man devoid of grace, 

adoring onpIr with an humble facc, 

begging his food of that which he tmay ecar,- 
rrarving the while he worſhippeth his meat! 

Who makes a root his god, how low is he, 

If God and man be ſever'd infinitely! 

What wretchedneſſe can give him any room, 

Whoſe houſe is foul, while he adores his broom? 

None will belceve this now, though money bc 

In us the ſame transplanced foolerie. 

Thus Sinne in Egypt ſneaked for awhile; 

His higheſt was an ox or crocodule, 

And ſuch poore game.Thence he to Greece doth pafſe; 

And being craftier much then Goodnefle was, 

He left behinde him garriſons of finaes 

To make good that which ev'ry day he winnes, 

Here Sinne took heart, and for a garden-bed 

Rich ſhrines and oracles he purchaſed: 

He grew a gallant, and would needs foretell 

As well what ſhould befall, as what befell. 

Nay, he became a poet, and would ſerve 

His pills of ſublimate in that conſerve. 

The world came both with hands and purſes full 

To this great lotterie, and all would ull. 

F But all was glorious cheating, brave deceit, 

"et Where ſome poore truths were ſhuffled for a bait 

To credit him; and to diſcredit thoſe 
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From Greece he wenr to Rome: and as befope [ne Fa 
He was a God, now he's an Emperour, Unite: 
Nero and other#lodg'd him bravcly there, mou 


Pur him in traſt to rule the Romane ſphere. 

Glorie was his chicf inftrumenr of 014: 

Pleaſure ſucceeded ſtraight, when thar grew cold, 

Which ſoon was blown to ſuch a mightie flame, 

That though our Saviour did deſtroy the game, 

Diſparking oracles,and all their treaſure, 

Setting aſtiftion to encounter plcaſure 3 

Yer'd1d a rogue with hope of carnall joy 

Cheat the moſt fubrill nations. Who ſo coy, 

So trimme,as Grzece and Egypr? yet their hearse 

Are given over, for their cuuous arts, 

To ſuch Mahometan ſtupidities, 

As the old heathen would deem prodigies, 

How deare to me, O Gods thy counſels are! 
Who may with thee compare? 

Onely the Weſt and Rome do keep them fiee 

Frum this contagious inhdelitie, 

And this is all the Rock, whereof they boaſt, 

As Rome will one. day finde unto her coſt, 

Sinne being not able ro extirpare quite 

The Churches here, bravely retoly'd one night 

To be a Church-man too, and year a Mure: 

'T he old debauched rufhan would turn writer. 

Ifaw him in his ſtudie, where he fate 

Buſie in controverſies ſprung of late, 

A gown and pen became him wondrous well: 

His- grave aſpe& had more of heav'n then hell 

Oncly there was a handſome picture by, 

To which he lent/ a corner of his cyec. 

As Sinne in Greece a Prophet was betore; 

And in old Rome a mightic Emperour 3 / 

So now bring Prieſt he plainly did profeſtc 

Jo make a jelt of Chriſts three offices : 


7] py? 
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os rather ſince his (catter'd jugglings were 


in one both time and ſphere, 


from Eg ypt he took pettie deities, 

from | coed oracular ; nfallibilities, 

and from old Rome the libertie of pleaſure, 
vy free, diſpenſings of the Churches'treaſure., 
hen in memoriall of his ancient throne 

He did ſurname his palace, Babylon. 

et that he might the berter gain all nations, 
ind make that name good by their tranſmigrations; 
From all thele places, but. at divers. times, _ 


He took fine vizards to conceal his crimes: 


from E2ypt Anchoriſme and retiredneſfle, 
Learning from Greece,from old Rome ſtatelineſle; 
ind blending theſe he carri'd all mens eyes, 

Vhile Truth fat by, counting his victories : 


hereby he grew apace and ſcorn'd to uſe 
ich force as once did captivate the Jews ; 
But did bewitch, and finely work cach nation 
no a yoluntarte tranſmigration. 

All poſte to Rome: Princes ſubmit their necks 


fither t* his 
:did not far 


vugrenhneg or private tricks. 


is gravitic toſtirre, 


Nor his long journey , nor his gout and furre. 


Therefore he lent out able miniſters, 

taceſmen yithin, withour doores cloifterers: * 
Who without ſpear, or ſword, or other drumme 
Then whar was in their tongue, did overcome; 
ind having . 
That the whole world did ſeem bur the a mule. 
As nevy and old Rowe did one Empire tWiit 

0 both together are one Antichriſt, 

Yer with two faces,as their Fawns was; 

ting in this their old crackt lookimg-glafle. 


How feare t4 me, 0 God, thy counſels are" 
{? 4 homey with thee compare Loc 


conquer'd, did fo ſtrangely rule, 
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Thus Sinne triumphs in Weſtern Babylox; 
Yet not as Sinne, but as Religion, 

Of his two thrones he made the latter bef, 
And todefray his journey from the eaft. 
Old and new Balyls arc to hell and night, 
As is the moon and ſunne to heav'n Md lighe: 
When th' one did ſet, the other did take place 
Confronting <qually the lavy and grace. 

"They are hells land-marks, Satans double creſt: 


They are Sinn*s nipples, feeding th' eaſt and welt. 


But as in vice the copie ſtill exceeds 

The pattern, but not ſo in vertuous deeds; 

So though Sinne made his latter ſear the better, 
The latter Church js to the firſt a debtcr. 

The ſecond Temple could not reach the firſt; 
And the late reformation never durſt 
Compare with ancient times and purer yeares; 
But in the Jews and us deſerveth tears. 

Nay, it ſhall ey'ry yeare decreaſe and fade; 
Till ſach a darknefle do the world invadc 

At Chriſts laſt coming, as his farſt did finde: 
Yet muſt there ſuch proportions be aflign'd 
To theſe diminiſhings, as is betyween 

'The ſpacious world and Jurieto be ſeen. 
Religion ſtands on tip-toe in our land, 
Reade topaſle to the American ſtrand. 

When hcight of malice, and prodigious luſts, 
Impudeat finaing, witchcrafts, and diſtruſts 

( The marks of future bane ) ſhall ll our cup 
Untothe brimme, and make our meaſure up; 
When Sein ſhall Gyallow T ther, and the Thames 
By letting in them both, pollutes her ſtzeams: 
When I:alie of us'ſhall have her will, 

And all her calender of finnes fulfill; - 
Whereby one may fortell, what finnes next yeare 


os os Hom Then 
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Then ſhall Religion to America flee: 
They have their times of Goſpel, ey'nas we. 
My God, thou doſt prepare for them a way 
By carrying firſt their gold from them away; 
for gold and grace did never yer agree; 
Reeve alwaies ſides with poverrie. 
We think we rob them, but we think amifſe: 
We are more poore, and they more rich by this 

: Thou wilt revenge their quarrell, making grace 
eſt, FTopay our debts, and leave our ancient place 

Togo to them, while that yehich-now their natiow ©—- 
But lends to us, ſhall be our deſolation. ; 
Yer as the Church ſhall thither weſtward flie, 

So Sinne ſhall trace and dog her inſtantly: 

They have their period alſo and ſet times 

Both for their vertuous ations and their crimes, 

And where of old the Empire and the Arts 

Uſher'd the Goſpel ever in mens hearts, 

Spain hath done one; when Arts q 19min the other, 
The Church ſhall come,& Sinne the Church (hall ſmne 
That when they haue accompliſhed the round, (ther: 
And met in th' eaſt their firſt and ancient ſound, 
Judgement may meet them both & ſearch them round 
Thus do both lights, as well in Church as Sunne, 
Light one another, and together runne. 

Thus alſo Sinne and Darkneſſe follow ſtiil 

The Church and Sunne with all their power and $kill, 
But as the Sunne ſtill goes both weſt and eaft; 
So alſo did the Church by going welt . 
Still eaſtward/go; becauſe it drew more neare 
To time and place, where judgement ſhall appeare. 
How deare 10 ine, 0 God, thy counſels are! 
w ho may with thee compare ? 


To 


«& L' Envoy. 


= / * ha. 


198 


(XRD 
p————_— 


« L' Envoy, 
Ing of glorie, King of peace, 


With the one make warre to ce ale; 
With the other bleſte thy ſheep, 
TT hee to love, in thee to ſlce 
Letnor Sinne deyoure thy old, 
Bragging that thy bloud is cold, 
That thy deathis alſo dead, 
While his conqueſts dayly fpread, 
That thy fleſh hath loſt his food, 
And thy Crofle is common wood. 
Choke him, let him fay no more, 
But reſerye his breath in ſore, 
Till thy, conqueſts and his fall 
Make his fizhs to uſe it all, 
And then bargain with the wind 
To diſchar ge whats behunde, 


Bleſſed be day alone, 
T, hrice bleſſed T. Lrees in One, 
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